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PREFACE. 


Tur Remarks on Engliſh Plays, beginning 
at page 145, and thoſe other Remarks on 
Modern publications, which conclude this 
volume, are tranſcribed from the library of 
a country Gentleman. It was his practice 
to inſert his Critical Obſervations on the 
margins of the reſpective volumes, and to 
interline with his pen ſome of the more re- 
markable paſſages. This explanation may be 


neceſſary to enable the reader to underſtand 
ſome of the Author's expreſſions, which refer 
to theſe circumſtances. 
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In page r92, the laſt ſentence” ia the firſt paragraph 
ſhould be read thus: | | 
% Garrick, a great actor, was 8 PIRIE IF PET 
hs poetry, and miſled the world, like other way | 
a phyſic, law, politics, and religion. 
AT ell mem the topic has been ha 
touched by an author eminent. for ſenſe, humour, a 
eaſe, for adotning the meaneſt, and fertilizing the moſt 


barren materials, | 
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N lib. 1. ode 1. imitated, K 

— liþ. . epiſt. 4. imitated, p e299 

Verſes,” „ 5. 

Frickle, a character, * 2D 40 1 
ſenſe, {#2324481 2 aac), * me —— 

The primum mobile.. — 3 
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On female frailty, from Ploutus, 
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AGE. 
The hee 8 tals from Buchanan, Ib, 1. epig Ige I» 54 
On reading memoirs of Frederic the III. by Joſeph 
Towers, L. L.D. 
On the character of a wife, | 
On nothing, 
a The winter por Ee 
Horace, lib. 1. ode 2. imitated, |, 
b. 2. ode 2. imitated, ,, - _ .. - 
E 8 
The monitor. 
- On Shakeſpea re 
Verſes on friendſhip, 7 
On the vanity of ambition, - 
eee ag "LT | 
ib. . ode 5- imitated, _ 
m——— lib. 1. ode 6. imitated, 
88 I, ode 7, imitated, ., , 
Da fragality, . | 
On popery, | 
Horace, lib. 1. ode 11, 3 
—— lib. 2. ode 13. imitated, 
den e eee 
lub. I. ode 18. imitated, n 
b. 1. ode 23. imitated, . 
The comforts of marriage, a tale, 
Theocritus, Idylium XXX. tranſlated, 
A trite truth, - 
The world as it goes, 2 e en”: 
The philoſopher, %% 
Tranſlation of Martial, . ee 
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On hard drinking, MR, nos . 
Horace, lib. 1. ode 27. imitated, 2 | | 
A charater, 4 42 
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lib. 1. ode 33. imitated, 
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PAGE. 

A parallel between riches and poverty from the Greek 
of Rhignus, 119 
Nothing new, 120 


On idleneſs, from the Firſt Book of Spencer's Fairy 


On the importance and origin of dreſs, - 
The newſpaper, or a peep at the literary world, 
A character, 

Remarks on Engliſh plays, 

Horace, rn 

On winter, 

A view. of faciety in the ſouth of Rarope, 
Horace, lib. 4. ode 7. imitated, 

On poetry, 

Epitaph, imitated from Buchanan, 

e eee 
From the ſame, 4 

From the ſame, 

Horace, lib. 1. epiſt. 2. part of it imitated 's 
Sketches mmm 


dern, 214 
Advice to the ſex, 227 
— oe ents nee 
correſpondent, 230 
Obſervations on the modern drama, in a letter to the 

printer of the Bath Chronicle, 236 
Remarks upon Lady Craven's letters, - 


Philoſophical diſſertations, 

Moral tales, tranſlated from Marmontel, > 

BIB roar day tranſlated from Rollin, ib. 
Tour to the Hebrides, by J. Boſwell, Eſq. 240 

ee, ib. 
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POETICAL ESSAYS. 
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THE PROGRESS OF VIRGINITY. 


"A TALE. 
The ſtrongeſt caſtie, tower, or town, 
The GOLDEN BULLET beats it down. 
| SHAKESPEARE. 


In days of old, as ancient poets ſing, 
There reign'd in Greece, a certain jealous king ; 
Who, leſt her bloom a lover ſhould deflower, 
Shut up his daughter in a loneſome tower. 
The walls were lofty, and 4he gate was ſtrong, 5 
There pin'd the poor young lady all day long. A 
No more in balls our princeſs led the van, 
With each warm glance to fire the outward man; 
Nor in her chariot roll'd about the town, 


C*p — 4 — | * 


[ To cheapen lace, and ſhow the laſt new gown ; 10 
"= No ſcandal heard, no captive ſwain might ſee, 
No ſoul to ſhare her ſolitary tea. 
A. Herſelf gs fair & girl as could be ſeen, 
E Was not a ſecond leſs than ſweet ſeventeen. wy 
| And well, you may ſuppoſe, that ſuch a cage, I5 

3 Agreed but badly with her amorous age : | 

| She fondly fancied, that ſuperior chanms | 
7 Would bring ſome fearleſs rover to her arms; 


* And, as all maidens in the faſhion bred, 5 : 
_ Think every hour five hundred, till they 're wed; 5 
— So ſhe, reluctant, bore the loſs of time, 4 
— And ſaw her beauty languith in the prime. 
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She panted for the height of human bliſs, 

To pour her tranſports in a balmy kiſs ; | | 
And that ſublimer j joy we bluſh to name, 235 
Which vanguiſh'd virgins feel the victor claim. 

A wicked dream would likewiſe now and then, 

Remind her females were but made for men. 

Could mournfal Miſs if to wiſh and weep; 30 
The fruit was ripe, but there appear d no hand 

To crop the harveſt of her promis'd land. 

No fond aſſailant dar'd provoke his fate, | 

All night nine maſtives howl'd before the gate: 
And ſuch a doleful din were taught to make, 35 
No tranſient nod the centinels could take: Ee 
Through the long day ſhe ſaw the king alone, 
Who loy'd, admir'd, and plagu'd her as his own. 
For, as our parents in the preſent days, 

Would ſcorn to hear what honeſt Nature ſays 5 
Repullſe pure fondneſs as a fooliſh thing, | 
And only ſay, „What fortune will you bring? 
So this wiſe prince no proffer would content; : 
He claim'd a father's title to torment. _ 

But Venus ſoon, that Nymph who rules the Kies, 45 
Roll'd on the dungeon her indignant eyes. 7 
And firſt her lovely cheeks were fluſh'd with red, 

As when poor Mars lay bound upon her bed. + 
Then thus her ſilence to her fire the broke, 
The Monarch's pulſe beat harder while the ſpoke. . 30 

What horrid doings 3 in the world below! ( 
&« What bleſt rewards.on beauty to beſtow! . 

& Forgive me, dear Papa ; ; who would * wail, 

„ A;buxom virgin b urjed in a jail. 

* Go!—if your 22475 er has not ſtunn' d your brains, 33 

* If yet one fire invigorates your veins, 

& For Ware mg innocence your pity „ 

ey And ſtorm, at once, yon {weet receſs gf love. D 
A. 


* 


N | 
"Twas thus her will, the wanton Queen expreſs'd; 
And Jove rejoic'd at ſuch a filthy jeſt. 
His throne he left, and down the ſkies he flew,” © 
But near the velfon; when the Thunderer drew, 
His ſhape he alter'd; as the ſtory's told, 
And through the roof ſhot in a ſliower of gold. 
Yet ſoon his form reſum'd ; and, (ſtrange to tell!) 
Her royal highneſs bore her wrongs ſo well; 
With ſuch intrepid patience Hopeful preſt, 
Juno's. chaſte huſband to her generous breaſt; _ 
That old Squire Padlock found himſelf decuil'd, 
And ſaw, full ſoon, his pretty maid with child. 
Here let us pauſe; and in a moral ſcale, 
Survey the merits of this famous tale. 
Whoe'er would rob a woman of her will, 
Muſt, ſoon or late, ſucceed but very ill. 
Their native cunning, the fly fex reſines, 


And fate, we ſee, will ſecond their deſigns. 


Are love's advances with diſdain repaid ? 
The frozen Dotard muſt be diſobey d: 

He fawns, he lectures, and he bolts in vain; 
Almighty nature burſts the tyrant's chain. 
A thouſand furies fire his frantic ſpouſe ; - 

A thouſand horns are budding on his brows. 
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By Jove's device, the Muſe would make it known, 
That gold, like hunger, breaks through walls of ſtone. | 


Nay, ſurly ſailors ſoften at the ſight * ; 

And every ſoldier ſwears your party right: 

And like a'man of hotiour, ſpills his blood. 
While one poor farthing in an hour's allow'd. 
"Twas thus the King of Macedon affail'd | 
The citadels of Greece, and thus prevail'd : 
By fire and ſword he feldom for&'d his way; 
But e more politely, md the key. 


1 Kaese hare bee ess * 
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| Thus, in the boyſe, when ſenators contend, __ 
| A place, or penſion, makes each patriot bend. 
| * For gold, the father proſtitutes his ſon ; * 93 
| Aud the pimp-huſband ſees his ſpouſe undone. 
For gold, the judge decides, the felon ſwings, 
The parſon chatters, and the laureate ſings. 


ON THE PECULIAR DISADVANTAGES 
| oy 
| KN A MODERN POET. 
* —— — ä — : 
Mbil agit, qui diſtdentem verbis. ſolatur ſuis, } 


F 1s 9 Aer dubia, re juvat, ubi re eſt opus. 
; PLAUTUS.« 


| Is a raſh Rhymer honeſtly intends 
. Iuso rectify the follies of his friends, 

Lamenting loudly, as each former Bard, 

For ninety generations has declar'd, ' 
That till, in ſpite of parſons and their rules, 5 
 _-- * Nine-tenths of all mankind are knaves and fools ; 
| © Nay, that the beſt of us, at times, are willing 
3 & 'To let our father ſtarve, and fave a ſhilling;“ 

He finds his virtuous efforts are in vain, 

The Beaſt of Reaſon” hears him with diſdain : 
3 The vulgar gape, the learn'd, like Shakeſpeare's fool, 16 
| Profeſs themſelves toq old to go to ſchool ; « 
_ The clergy love no ſermons but their own ; -/ = 

Each crabbed pedant pants to pull him down ; 


® See, for example enen in the novel 


of 'Tom Jones. - 


{ 
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Zach puppy curſes the contemptuous dog; 15 
And every ſwindler ſwears that he 's a rogue. 

But, viewing matters on the other ſide, 
What ſhall be gain'd by fawning upon pride ? 
On panegyric, if he turns his head, 
The loweſt of all beggars lies for bread ; 20 
And every body knows he wants a hire, 
And every living mortal ſcorns a liar, 
Sir Bob his bounty for his pimp reſerves, 
The lacquey fattens, but the laureat ſtarves. 

Add, that the dull, the buſy, and the great, 25 
With boundleſs ridicule your labours treat; 
For almoſt nobody has taſte, or time, 
To feel and cultivate the ſweets of rhyme. 
The doctor muſt trepan, diſſect, and bleed; | 
The prieſt has work enough to prop his creed; 30 
And, while our reaſon and our faith debate, 
To paint a heretic's tremenduous fate. 
The lawyer wrangles in defence of knaves ; 
For ſtallions, whores and port, the Game LawJuſticeraves; 
Merchants, if men of ſenſe, mind only trade; 35 
Enſigns would always ſtrut on the parade : 
And which of theſe d'ye think will condeſcend 
To hear the fineſt verſe that e' er was penn'd ? 
Such'rank ſtupidity we ſcarce need mourn, 
Since every claſs are uſeful in their turn. 40 
And who would reap the corn, or mend the roads, 
Were all intent on Tragedies and Odes ? 
How rare the man an office who has fill'd, 
At once in tacties and in metre ſkill'd: | 
Nay, of the learn'd themſelves, but very few 435 
That lonely calm Elyſian path purſue. 5 5 
In ancient days, when Science was confin'd, 
Philoſophers had little elſe to mind; 
Then, every ſwain the fall of Ilion ſung, 
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And Sappho flow'd from every W T4) 6 
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Teach cannoneers to level, and to load, 


None, but the fool who truſts them, can believe 


| are RIGHT. — 
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But now, the properties of putrid air, 
Some pointer's itch, the genius of a hare,“ 
A ruſty coin, a cockle- hell, a mite, 
rovoke the ſage to wonder, and to write. 
While ſome with air balloons amuſe the mob, 55 
Some ſail in ſearch of ruſhes round the globe, 1 
Deſcribe the age, and tonnage of the earth, 
What maggot, or what egg-ſhell, gives us birth; 


Obſerve a planet, or difſet a toad ; ene 
Tell the velocities of ſound and light, wt | 
Or preach that fraQtur'd limbs are firm and right ; + 
Or, ſtraining mental and material fight, 
Deſery a ſhip five hundred leagues from Tand, || | 
And prove the Day of Judgment juſt at band. $ 65 
Nay, what is worſt of all, the very men 
Who really feel the beauties of the pen, | 
Whole taſte, in juſtice, ought'to be preferr d, 
Who ſoar in ſentiments above the herd, 
Who love your verſes better than your witie, 
And read with far more keenneſs than they dine, 


76 


Of theſe, what numbers at his progreſs grieve ? 
And ſhould ſucceſs await upon your lays, 
They dare not cenſure, but they will not praiſe ; 75 


® "Theie is an efſay on this ſubject in the Gentleman's Magazine. 
+ One would be glad to learn what rational purpoſe can be an- 
ſwered by a xorTvs sc se eee eee 
age was ſuggeſted thirty years ago by Voltaire. 
+4 © Whatever is—is right,” Pope. W aun hitter; u 


tioned for more than one antidote to this jargon. 
|| The honour of this diſcovery, real or pretended, has been late- 


Iy claimed by a Frenchman. 


s This zra has been often-aſcertained by teological maniacs. 
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With all an eunuch's melancholy ſpite, 5 
They growl at you, becauſe they cannot write: 
A gloomy ſilence, envy's pang imparts, 
Or ſome cold hint betrays their canker'd, hearts. 
« A fellow wanting food ſhould huſband time, 8 
* His idleneſs is more than half a crime ; 
** Bards, in all ages, have been very poor, 
And ſome now famous, beg from door to door: 
The jingling tribe are juſtly recken'd fools, 
* Who never will attend to Reaſon's rules. 85 
And why ſhould vagabonds in queſt of bread, 
« Attempt to rhime, to reaſon, or to read. 
Such are the crumbs of comfort they beſtow, 
And ſuch the kindneſs you to. critics owe. 
But one erroneous accent let them ſpy, | 90 
Then exultatipn ſparkles in each eye; | 
And if an in for into bas been us'd, 
Of downright ſcorn of grammar you're aceus d 
Sailors, when ſtarving, deal their beer and grog, 
And rogues have dy d to help a brother rogue. 95 
A porter with diſtreſs will ſhare his pay, ; 
And for the pariſh poor, poor actors play: 
Theſe may, tis alwiſe poſſible, do good, 
No ſpeculation petriſies their blood. 1 1 ts 
But would a ſixpence free you from the jail, 100 
To hazard that, makes letter d friendſhip fail. 

On every ſide difficulties conſpire, -. 
Bo I. and trap youp, eres in the fee 


ON GOOD NATURE, | 


Taar man has learn'd the wiſeſt way to live, 
Who can with pleaſure injuries forgive. 
To plot for vengeance, brings inceſſant woe, 
For each half-friend becomes a ſerious foe. 
And ſince ourſelves ſo frequently miſtake z 5 
Why wonder at thoſe errors others make. 
Such is the in- born baſeneſs of mankind, 
A grateful heart we ſeldom hope to find; 
But for revenge, the paſſion is ſo ſtrong, 
Not one in fifty would forgive a wrong. 0 
Chance but to ſtumble on his gouty toe, I. 
The man of honour to the field muſt go: 
And ſhould his rival, when © the heroes 2 | 
Bury a piſtol bullet in his groin ; | 
Then, while a tertian gives him time to cool, 13 
He ſees, but dares not own, he was a fool, | 
Endeavour, if you can, to be ſedate ; 
And ſhun the mad extremes of love and hate : 
Cenſure, or praiſe, be cautious to proclaim, g 
For all tbe world are more than half the ſome: 20 
Scarce can their virtues your eſteem engage, 8 
Far leſs their vices vindicate your rage. 
View them you may, no doubt, with honeſt "Rn 
And wonder why ſuch bedlamites were born. 
But never of yourſelf, abſurdly vaunt ; 25 
The weakeſt feel ſome excellence you want. 
In no man's quarrel take an active part; 
But hide, if wiſe, the venom of your heart. 
For when the mighty buſtle has blown o'er, 


Thoſe you defended, thank your zeal no more. 30 


tg . 


Like Paul and Peter, guandam friends may fight, * 
And the worſt foes, like North and Fox unite. 1 3s * | 
Let this grand maxim in your mind be fix'd, . | 
All mortal chara&ers are oddly miæ d | een af | 
The beſt of men have ſome ſubſtantial fault, 383 | 
The dulleſt dunce acts often as he. ought : | 8 | 
Thus, Job himſelf was peeviſn for a time, | | 
And Nero reign'd five years without 4 crime. 
The honeſt Cato ſometimes drank too late, ; 
And Ceſar thed one tear for Pompey's fate 40 
Since then he heat i dom long te ſame, ＋ g 
Tis but a phantom you can praiſe or blame. ; 
Parolles ſwears. your vorſes are divine, 
And all the Muſes melt in every line; ta «HT 
Were Swift alive, his fading fame he'd mourn, / 1 45 
And own himſelf eclips'd at every tarts! 
To-morrow, not one ſtanza can be read, 
Parolles grins, and hums, and ſhakes his 3 ; 
Cants oer fome axiom every fehl bey Knows 
And next commences critic an your clothes. , 50 
But in the ſtreet, while trifling Au. 2 tand, 
Should ſome ſuperior frankly ſqueeze your hand, 
At once good humour glows in every vein, 
And all he ſpurn'd is excellent again. „ 
In this inſipid worthleſs thing you trace, . a 2 
The tafte of almoſt all the human race; 
Then let your calm diſdain in ſilence die, 
Is ſerious vengeance vented on afly? 
Remark yon maſtiff bay d at by a cur, | * 
The generous brute diſdains but to . ; . bo 


« wy 
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3 of the celebrated Dr Conyers, Middleton. 
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Yet ſhould the hapleſs miſcreant ſnarl at you, | 
What ſcolding, kicking, yelping, would enſue. 
Your dog, before you venture to deſpiſe, 
Vain man! be half as worthy, and as wiſe. ry 

If, e' er as author, you pretend to fume, 65 
All private pique, be patient, and diſelzim 
Were men of rhime above imprudent ſpite, 10 
Perhaps Pope” 8 Duneiad had not ſeen the light. 


——— 
Thus, while « Sago his eloquence difplay's, | 
Rappee fell ſhort, his ſuuſſ bon was miſlaid ; '' 70 


| Around the Club he ſent an eager eye, 


But not one pupil could a pinch ſupply; . 1 | 


The Preacher's face contracted in a gloom, | 


A hearty curſe reſounded through the room; EEE 
His ſpouſe/on Patience claim'd ber tarn to "end, 7s 
Wann | 


* 
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Meds tees ul aas erg the Frog. — be 
Were ſo vain-glorious of their bogs, , 4 . 
"Twas their opinion, N. dr s 


They could be happy with pn won, Ee; 


A Hero from the tadpors Ur; 4 wh r 
To ſpread dorhinion. © e ek tat eel 

eee rien rk 

To make their ptea by Jove reſpetied, WARY p94 

Or heard at leaſt : unn 

Both hopping wp a turf eight ineber btb, I RR 

Levell'd their noſes at the K, n 
Jove ſmoXk'd the jeſt. ” 


Ln J 
The thundering fornicator took a ſtool, 
(He was, with Juno's leave, no fool) 
And whirPd'it down; 
The plenipoes preſum' d it was the devil 
I: pont withi ſuch « ſquaſh ugeivil n 


enen, Data ightingue un o 
Till one, impatient for a riot, 
Thruſt forth his ſnout, 7 8 
Survey d his Majeſty in all direQions, -- 
Made, like «Frog of ſenſe, reflections, 
And rais'd the rout. | 


Nn bee 

My readers know what nameleſs ends 4 

F A ſtool may ſerve , 

But Jovez to pepper them, Crane alben, 

Who dozens at a morſel ni, a 
Through every nerve, * 


Th cronkng fugitives wth eff l 
Repentance burn'd in every look ; _ 
Friends!“ cry'd a Frog, 
„lee was, for fe a A Wie 
* We might have all behav'd much better 
, Topoit Wag + 
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ALL. WELL THAT ENDS WELL, 


Some ſage philoſophers of old 
Were vain to undervalue gold, 
Alledging, that the learned rules, 
So loudly chatter in their ſchools, = 
Abundant pleaſure could ſupphy, - 
And teach us how to live and dre, © 
To die is nothing Are you ſad? 
A halter always may be hal, 
But the grand point, at which we drive, 
Is how to keep ourſelyes alive, 
When all the bitternefs of ſrorn, dear 
And cold, and hunger, muſt be borne. 
And what are virtue, fame, and health, 
Without the ſovertign aid of went? 
Keen appetite avails but little, - © 
Unleſs the purſe can purchaſe ** Uttle⸗ 
What ſignifies a bandſome form 
If undefended from the ſtorm of 
And will a taylor now-a-days,. 
Rig out a rhimer for his lays ? 
He tires, alas! to hear us read, 
And murmurs but to break a thread. 
Then mind not what the pedants ſay, 
But act with as much phlegm as they. 
Nor pamper up the paritfpoor; © 1 
But ſweep the vertnin from your door; | 
Nor borrow with a view to lend, 
Nor pawn your breeches for a friend: 
But if to pay bis debt he lingers, 


| Wrench the laſt farthing from his fingers: 


sur. 
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And ſhould that generous effort fail, P | 

Be ſure to ſend the rogue to jail.” . 3881 

There let him rot, — Figo 

Nor quit him till his parting breaths 
nm | 35 

With all her tatter'd flock in tears © 

To prove“ Were hell demoliſn'd, now, 
Another muſt be had for you z I oo 

% That Providence were falſely nm dd. 

„If ſuch a monſter is not damn d;“ 27 27" 385gh | 
To this ungrateful, ſancy ſtyle, | . . 

Reply with a contemptuous ſmile ; 

Nor tet remorſe your boſom rack, 

But plug your cars, and turn your back. AT 

The boys will pelt the crazy jade, gry 45 

Their mothers wonder why ſhe's mad; 35 

And ſome ſage active juſtice fend ben. 

To Bridewell, as an old offender. tv 
C__—LMkCT]T__T___T]RRq7 
VERSES ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND, © 


188ERISED ro 4 YOUNG LADY. e 


Warmorn nn, who ſince the world dag. it's 8 
Has felt for all the miſeries of man; + | 
Who Folly's mean feſplctons to remove, | moth al! | 
Requeſts us to remember un is LOvE j © 3 Nat DAY | 
Who guides all Nature to a — Rpam 1 yard 1 3 | 
By ways our weakneſs cannot domiprehend, C999 309 4 ; | 
When, from thu thutiige Geng — hrs!" 11 
He takes his fav*rites to a higher ſphere, 29. 

While the freed ſpirit leaves her load of elay, 2 
And wonders we behind fubmit to lay, é 10 
The feelings of falſe pity are obeyꝰd, W 
And mortals mourn for thoſe they del the dead. deals 


* 
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How many Lectures have we heard in vain? =» 

But truths, neglected, muſt be told again: 5 
Stupidity herſelf can-ſcarce forget Wi Is 
That Death is an inevitable debt!!! 
That too much pleaſure muſt itſelf deſtroy ; | ber. 
That ſomething ſtill is wanting r 156 1); iN 
That modeſt Merit rarely meets her due; Ne 
That happineſs recedes as we purſu e; 20 
That Pride's poor play- things are not m Ga p " 
That tis our higheſt privilege to diem 11 * 
And all our grief muſt fairly be confeſt A 
But ſelfiſhneſs, or ignorance, at beſt. He 
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Lou, Madam, anſwer That our friend was dees 
„That ſcandal never ſtain'd his faultleſs tongue; 
, That his whole ſoul was free from fordid art; iT 


That virtue never ſir d a purer heart: 
« How eruelly cut off before his time, nA 
His every joy juſt riſing in the prime! uni 80 


Let me, from ſad experience of the paſt, ö 
Wiſh my firſt moment might have been my laſt; © 
And think, with fondneſs, of that happy ſhore 
Where he, who ſhar d our ſorrows, ſighs no more; 


- Where envy ſhall not interrupt our peace, » 


And human anguiſh finds a full releaſe. 
rr 
Avoid, and pity, and deſpiſe old age; | 

With fullen hatrd beor-it's frigid rutes, - 1 lle % 

And fancy that their fathers 4 wen 

That they the mayyens ofthe work wilt wands. 

That every gay companion is a friend; 

That native merit their ſucceſs enſures ; - oft 4 

That the they dout on has «ears like yours. 

But ſoon, by life's calamities oppreſt. 2 of 

Conviction, burſting on the tortur'd breaſt, 

Their blaſted hopes the bitter truth reveal, 

That mey may talk of what they dic. 


D 
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Nay, that the beſt neꝰ er practiſe as they know, 


That words are all a wiſe man will beftow: '' © 56 
Then verierable Miſery fails to move,” © |» 
Suſpicion freezes every ſoutbe of L 12 5980 
They feel no pleaſure, — HR 


And who would ranſom life on terms like theſe 7 . 
Come let each thought in grateful rapture ſwell, 375 
Since he, who Jov' us, hath eſeap'd {0 ::; 
Without one pang, from tenderneſs n 
With ſearce one cauſe to murmur at his % 6 
To all which goodneſs infinite cart give;” nen 2 
"Twas in expiring he begun to hb *tf! d 6⁰ 
From this low ſcene,” hen fuel #'fout retires, | 
What heart could cenſure, whae the Toure ihſpires; * 
A parting tear to Nature muſt be pa paid, dg 
Nature, in ſpite of us, will be obey'd; F 
And, kindling, like di friend, ot Beauty's harms, 6 
While every honour'd faken up in erin; FD 10063 
The coldeſt of all ſongſters muſt'avow, 
Life worth ambition, if enjoy'd with you. up ** 
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TRANSLATION, 

or THE |. , * 

INTRODUCTORY VERSES TO THE FRANCISCAN 

4 0. 

© FROM THE LATIN OF benanaan. 

War knit your brows, dear Frank, in ſuch a frown, 

As if you thought one glance would knock us down; 

What mean you by that grave affected talk, * 
That drawling, dull, ſolemnity of talk ? 
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No jeſt, no adage, animates your ſtyle, — 

Have human follies ceas'd to make — 

Go pare your nails, and clean your fade few dit, 1201 Ty 

And comb your hair, and buy a decent ſnirt. 

2 

And coeks on dung - hills die in peace for: u: — 

Nor can by dice your Saintſhip be delay'd, 
Nor bear the prattle of an amorous mid, 44179 

Nor in the ſalmon's murther feel delight, - 

Nor for the — aching ſigbt. 

Nor from your gre d force-the hereto fly, 
Nor thoot the hawk that;Nimrod.of the R 

Nor pierce the boſom af the bounding dear 

Nor tyra the tiger's terrible carreer. s bee * 

To Paradiſe you take the ſhorteſt wax. 

You ſcourge your back, and faſt, and preach, and pray. 2 

You ſnore on feckcloth, n EA 

How excellent it is, to he a priedtl ! o ia 
% — one of fre, L 

This dark and deſpieahle farce of life: 

Where filly hopes, and filly fears, alike 

At the frail baſis. of contentment ſtrike 4- 

Where hours of joy embitter years of pain, 

And genius toils and virtue ſoars in yaia ; 

Where dear bought wifdom warns us all to trace; 

A knave, or fool, in every ſtranger's face; 

Where few or. none pure innocence oan boaſt, 

For what the head acquires, the heart has loſt; 

Where men of ſenſe will ſeldom dare to ſay, 

Their laſt night's friend continues ſuch to-day ; 

When in my fancy theſe trite truths combine, 

This worthleſs world I purpoſe to reſign ; , 

To make amends for every former crime. 

My earlier tale, with honeſt grief I hear, 

And many a frantick feat demands @ tear. 


C 3+ 3 
Oft I for trifles into fury blaz'd, g 
Some fools I flatter'd, and ſome raſcals prais'd $ 
My levity has told 8 thouſand lies; 
Still more reflection, more remorſe ſupplies. 

But ah! how calm and happy ſhall I be, 35 
From all terreſtrial cares for ever free; | | 
When belted with a Cord, I ſhave my crown, 

And on the ſordid great look ſourly down; 

When under your directions I retire, 

And feel each wiſh for wealth and fame expire; 49 
In counting beads each morning hour beſtow, 

And hear at eve celeſtial anthems flow ; 

Bend the bare pious knee before a ſtone, 

Or kiſs the frigment of a martyr's bone, 


A-POETICAL PROSPECT. 


Frange miſer calamum. Didicit jam dives avarus 
Tantum admirari, tantum laugare diſertos. 


; 8 ;  JUVENAL, | 
Is N ature, to welcome the birth of your boy, 
A vein of pure wit hath allow'd, 
Let him not, like a hero, twelve pounders employ, 
In > of i een blood: | 
Nor a his oprle, — his neck to diſplay, 5 
That he gallops as firm as his Grace; 
Nor yet at a card-table ſhuffle away 
The hours which are flying apace. 
Let him not, like the lawyer, make juſtice a job, 
Forget what a gouty limb feels; 


10 
Far leſs round the pulpit ae N 
Of women to rave at his heels. 
G 
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And cach of the Bards, if devoutly he read, 15 


That Genius around bim ber mantle bas thrown, 


W „ee tmonfpend; op th | 
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He ſhall, while his rivals his talents aſperſe, 


L 18 J 
But bid him retire to converſe with the dead, 
And rifle the ſweets of the Muſe; 


A ſpark of their fire will infuſe. 


His humour ſhall tempt the ſevereſt to ſmile, 
His wiſdom enlighten the wiſe ;  _ 
In grandeur, ſimplicity, ſweetneſs, his ſtyle 
To the ſummit of excellence riſe: _ _ 


Nor mall be ond half wilkten'tatk'to the frefs, 
And boaſt that he ſcorn'd to take time; 

That a ſhoal of ſubſcribers inſure his ſucceſs, 

That he pities the drudges in rhime: 


That original talents are always undone, 
By pauſing like/dyllneſs to read; 


That ſcriblers may borrow who need. 


Such impertinence ſhall not diſhonour his page, 
Though rung in our ears every day; 30 
Nor ſhall he, with critics, at random engage, 


But truth and good-nature ſhall aptly combine 
With eloquence, freedom, and wit, 

And thoſe who their follies forbear to reſign, 33 
His candid politeneſs — | | 
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And when he hath chaunted full many a lives,” 


Which blockheads themſelves muſt admire ; 


- © wy On 


The great ſervile homage require | 40 


And the all-worthy Public his glories rehearſe, p 


In a jail or a garret expire, 


C 9 1. 


And, when they are certain the beggar's quite dead, 
His friends to befriend him ſhall haſte; 

And Weſtminſter Abbey, in marble ſhall plead 45 
Their a pen Ry; and taſte: 22 


And how they were wock-d chat a Genius ſhould ſtarve, 
And have paid him a generous tear ; 

That lofty diſtinction, O fops ! ye deſerve, 
Shall finiſh, I truſt, your career : 50 


And he who but ſuch baſtard bounty beſtows, 
While Ketch and the*Parſon attend, 

And his laſt words are bellow'd under his noſe, 
From the top of a ladder deſcend. 


| 1 . 
* 
* 
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READING A TRANSLATION OF T Actros. 
— ==OS== 

How ſtrangely Gordon hath diſtorted thee, - 

Couldſt thou, ſtern 'Tacitus, revive to ſee; 

See Senſe and Grammar from thy page retire, 

Thy pathos buried, and thy wit expire ; 12 

That wit, which if to Homer's it muſt yield, 3 

Like vanquiſh'd Ajax, flowly quits the field ; 

Thy Spartan period“ in dull length extend, 

Through viler proſe than Boſwell ever penn ; 

How like an eagle pouncing on her prey, 

Would thy keen talons drag him into day; 10 


* A Spartan army having been defeated, with the loſs of their 
general ; a letter announcing their misfortune was intercepted, and 
publiſhed by een It contained only theſe words : « Our 

« glory is faded. Mindarus is ſlain. Our foldiers are ftarving ; 
and we know not what to do.” Let us bow to the ſuperior ge · 

CY... 45245 
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And toſs the bungler down the gulf of ſcorn, 
The laughing-ſtock of ages yet unborn. 


THE VOLUNTEER. * 


| Dulce off pro patria mori. 


Wnen five pence a ſolid meal cannot ſupply, 
To a jolly young man five feet ten inches high; { 
Who has jogg'd with his knapſack twelve leagues through 


the rain, | 
While his wench and three brats had each ancle to ſtrain; 
The poor volunteer to the halberts is tied, 5 


For ſtealing two chick-eggs and getting them fried: 

What carters and jockies ſhould ſuffer he feels, 

And the blood guſhes down from his nape to his heels. 
The Commander-in-chief, who is almoſt fifteen, 

And a taylor's apprentice by right ſhould have been; 10 

Now ſtruts round the circle, then turns on his heel, 

To belabour the drummers who don't make him feel— 

Swears England conld ne'er have produc'd fuch a rogue, 

And diſcerns in his howling the true Iriſh brogue. I4 

The Surgeon, whoſe ſympathy ſwells in each vein, 

When a ſwoon interrupts the convulfions of pain, 

Makes them flog till he ftart to his ſenſes again. 

Nay, Doctor and Drum for attendance are paid, 

And his pockets are fleec'd while his ſhoulders are flay'd. 

He's pack'd in a tranſport on every ſtate quarrel, 20 
More tightly than biſcuit and beef in a barrel ; 


nius of antiquiry. What ingenuous dighity of ſoul! What inte- 
reſting fimplicity of expreſſion ! Into how many hundreds of quarto 
pages has Burgoyne racked nis ſplendid narrative? But this is 
not the worft ; we have ſeen very modern Gazettes, which the 
whole Britiſh nation, with the Peers and the Houle of Commous 
at their head, are unable to decypher, 
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fa torrents each ſummer ſhower ſtreams through his tent, 
In barracks more diſmal, December is ſpent; - 
In damp rotten bedding, the moment he's laid, 
To the rage of whole armies his rear is betray'd; 25 
In health he infallibly more than half ſtarves, 
In a fever, he's us'd as a raſcal deſerves. 
His Chloe, by hunger, compell'd to ſad pranks, 
Is chas'd as a ſwindler in form through the ranks; 
His children, when ſome baggage cart ts o'erthrown 30 
In a ditch, like blind puppies are ſuffer'd to drown. 
And when for his king thirty years he has toil'd, 
In Canada froſt- bit, in Africa broil'd ; 
Has been thrice a week handcuff'd for drinking his pay, 
Got nine thouſand laſhes for running away; 35 
Has oft like a hero been wounded before ! 
And clear'd with a cudgel each concubine's ſcore 
At laſt, with the Dons, point to point he engages, 
For more than one-fourth of a ſcavenger's wages ; 
Some merciful volley then ſhatters a leg, 40 
And his crutches procure him permiſſion to beg. 


THE 


DEENED'E OF HUMAN NATURE: 


on, 
' A PNGEYRIC UPON THE WORLD. 
ERR 
Duam male conſueſcit, quam ſe parat ile cruori 'Y 
Impius humano ; vituli qui guttura cultro . 
Rumpit, et immotas n mugitibus aures {" 
OVID. 


« Pape was not made for man,” ſome Preacher ſays ; 
Yet pride, alas! directs us all our days. 

The happier brutes we venture to contemn, 

And thank our ſtars we were not made like them 
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Yet every fault the four - foot race have known, \ 48 
From Adam, downward, centers in our own: 
And ſince below the laſh they ſilent bend, 
Let truth proceed their virtues to defend. 
With what ſurpriſe, poſterity ſhall ſee | 
A panegyric penn'd without a fee! 10 
What right have we to trample on the weak, | 
Or ſtab a lamb becauſe he cannot ſpeak ? 
The driver of a cart is proud to ſhow 
His horſe obeys, the better for a blow. | 
The generous, faithful dog, we dare deſpiſe, 15 
For we alone were made to mount the ſkies; | 
And when his firloin to the board is borne, 
Forget the honeſt Ox once plow'd to raiſe our corn. 
The Dutchman's model in an ant we ſee, 
And China's wiſdom animates the bee. 20 
The very fondeſt votaries of love 
Can but at diſtance tmitate the dove; 
And where's the maſon would ſucced ſo well 
As beavers in the building of their cetl? _ | 
As far in moral worth, as ſtrength and ſize, 25 
See the ſage elephant beyond us riſe! * Cant: 
Our ſavage hunger deſolates the earth, 
The miſeries we make afford us mirth; 
For us below the ſurface of the Pole, 
Where no ray vibrates, and no billows roll, 30 
The herring ſpawns; for us the camel toils, 
The pheaſant fattens, and the lobſter boils : 
Nor can his mail defend the turtle's ſize, 
A worm is baited, and the dolphin dies. 
To Kilda's cliff the gannet ſoars in vain ; 35 
The ſbark lies vanquiſh'd on his ſubje& main; 
From his dark den, the rugged bear we chace ; 
The rapid buck falls breathleſs from the race; . 
The frog, the ſeal, the viper, apd the boar, 
The crocodile himſelf we can devour; 40 


L 23 J 
From his profoundeſt deeps we drag the whale, 
And forty black birds furniſh half a meal. 
Thus, land and air, the foreſt and the flood, 
Are all unpeopled to ſupply our food. 
We ſtyle ourſelves the maſters of the Globe, 45 
Nay, boaſt a ſerious right to kill and rob ; 
Some folks procur'd a charter to deſtroy, 
And we, their heirs, that pious truſt enjoy. 
The prieſt a ſanction to the knife imparts, 
And ſolemn canting ſteals our ſtupid hearts. 50 
Our fare, while ſlaughter every day ſupplies, 
We ſtill humanity pretend to prize ; 
We brand the name of Nero with diſgrace, 
And ſay his deeds reproach the human race; ; 
Becauſe he burn'd that den of robbers, Rome, 35 
And gave a female fiend her proper doom. 
Voracious murd'rer! view yon deſart hive, 
Where not one citizen is left alive! R 
All in black heaps, beneath thy rapine roll'd, | 
As Judah's Judges butcher'd young and old ! bo 
Nor had thoſe innocents offended thee, 
Nor gave neceſſity an honeſt plea. 
The prince of Quadrupedes finds ample food, 
Without the baleful art of ſhedding blood: 
With all deteſted Nero ever ſpilt, "= 
His utmoſt crimes can ſcarce approach thy guilt. ; 
Vaunt as thou wilt about thy right divine, 
The wolf may plead a better far than thine, 
O might bold Juvenal my breaſt inſpire 


With all his ſacred, his immortal fire; 70 


* 


To trace the progreſs ſince the world began, 
Through all his freaks of that poor puppet—Man ! 

To ſhake his coward heart with conſcious fear, 

And rend with hoſtile truth the tyrant's car. 
Compar'd to us, the peacock is not vain, 75 
Compar'd to us, the tyger is humane. 
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No ſpaniel ever ſhook with ſo much fear, 
As bankrupt farmers, when the term draws near; 


And though the hog-ſtye ſeems a horrid ſcene, 
Five hundred nations are not half ſo clean. 
An ape might learn the ſcience of grimace 


From ſome field preacher, bawling faith, and grace; 


But when embattled ſects through ages bleed, 
To prop ſome trivial antiquated creed; 
Sure this is madneſs, to the brutes unknown, 
And Hell muſt teſtify tis all our own. 

Of all the victims of the preſent ſcene, 
Man feels the ſhorteſt joy, the ſharpeſt pain, 
On yon poor aſs we turn contemptuous eyes, 
And his calm patience pity and deſpiſe ; 

But yet he never ſwills the heady bowl, 
Till every frantic paſſion tears his ſoul: 
On thiſtles, graſs, and ſtraw, content he lives, 


And each pure ſtream a welcome beverage gives. 


For him no dappled dame has broke her heart; 
No batter'd bawd refines cach damning art; 
No dark attorney whets the vulture quill ; 
No hungry quack rears up a monſtrous bill ; 
No pulpit mountebank o er- ſets his brains; 
No rooted pox ſhoots venom through his veins; 
What ills affect him, nature hath beſtow d, 
He never madly multiplies the load. 

If what the ſcriptures teach us were not true, 
That virtue ſhall hereafter reap her due ; 
If Cato's worth is nothing but a name, 
And good and bad are in the grave the ſame ; 
If Shakeſpeare's intellect be gone to duſt, 
And keen Voltaire ſurvives. but in his buſt ; 
His envied wound, if Hampden has forgot, 


And Frederick ſleeps, unconſcious why be fought ; 
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Greek of Menander. 
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If Howard ſhall not from the ſilent grave, 

Survey that happineſs his bounty gave; 

Nor Hawke review the glorious path he trode, 

But moulder with a Swift or Chatham's clod ; 

Vaunt as you pleaſe of Nature's gracious plan, 115 

I'd rather be a piſmire than a man. 

This doubt, fo terrible to human pride, 88 
Reaſon's dim ruſh- light never can decide: 

The all comforting eye of Faith alone, 


Aſſures our riſe to worlds beyond our own. 120 
— — —-—-— —— —>D 
| THE MAGPYE, 


—— 
4 A TALE FOR THE CRITICS, 


If ts tamen mala fant : qua nos maniſeſta negemn' . 
Heæc mala funt : ſed tu non meliorg facis. | 
| Fi MARTIAL« 


Mr reader may fancy the labour but light, 

In penning by thouſands the trifles I write ; 

Sit down, my dear Sir, and your faculties try, 

To excel theſe loofe ſketches your {kill may defy. 

An art little worth is oft hardeſt to win, 5 

Ten workmen are paid for completing a pin: * 

Or elſe for yourſelf manufaQure your lays, 

Or bluſh to repine at our pitiful praiſe, 

On this head allow me your ears to regale, 

With a ſhort, but perhaps with a ſenſible tale. 10 
The birds all complain'd, that in building a neſt, 

The Magpye was wiſer by far than the reſt; 


a Dr Adam Smith, in his Inquiry, e us that eighteen dif. 
ferent workmen are ſometimes employed in this operation, 


D 


And when acloud broke they were drench'd in the ſhower. 


Ky Reproach, without mercy, the maſters of rhyme, 
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That ſhe, with a roof, could her lodging encloſe, 
And laugh from within at the rage of her foes : 14 
While to raiſe half a houſe was'the height of their power, 


© Before a Grand Council the matter was laid, 
And the Gooſe, Rook, and Mavis, ambaſſadors made, 
By force, or perſuaſion, to pump from.the Pye, | 
In what might her ſecrets of maſonry lie. 20 

Lay twoſticks,” ſaid the feather d Vitruvius, *acroſs;” 
For that,” cry'd the Rook, I was ne'er at a loſs.” 
Mix your mud with freſh Ruble” he Mavis reply'd, 
In treading firm plaſter I ſpurn at a guide.” 
If theſe,” bawl'd the Goole, be the beſt of your rules, 
“I fear nobody, Madam, will mind you but fools.” 26 
« My very kind teachers,“ ſaid Mag, with a ſneer, 
If ſo wiſe, and alert, what the plague brought you here? 
Go thatch for yourſelves;” ſo ſhe hopped away, | 
And her neighbours have wanted a roof to this day. 30 

Our ſtory applies to the raſhneſs of thoſe 
Who, by Nature, confin'd to the region of proſe, 


For each petty fault as a perſonal crime : 34 
With the cant of fine taſte, while each coffee - houſe rings, 
"Tis the pedant who barks,” not the poet who ſings. 
The grave, learned gown- man, too jealous to love 

The bard whom his penſion has plac'd him above 
Would do well to remember, that, but for our art, 

He could not get vented the gall of his heart; 140: | 
That learning to genius can be but a foil, 

As dung does not form, though it fattens the ſoil ; - 
That talents untutor'd may ſoar to the ſky, - 

But a lame underſtanding no crutches ſupply. 

Then let each remarker malevolence drop, 45 
And humbly remember this maxim of Pope: 
He ſhould judge of a painter, whoſe paintings excel, 
And cenſure bad verſes, who verſiſies well.” 


45 
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ON THE LOSS OF ANCIENT LITERATURE. 


| _—_—_—— N 
Tur fathers of our church, tis widely known, 
Damn'd every kind of learning but their own. 
Nid not Tertullian's worſe than brutal rage 
Curſe and belie Menander's ſacred page ? 
And did not Gregory his power exert ' „ 
To burn the nobleſt monuments of art? 
Before her ſaints, Rome ſaw her Livy fall, 
And Tully periſh'd to make way for Paul; 
And Pindar's Elegies, and Sappho's Odes, 
For ſome old monk's more pious Palinodes. ö 10 
Polybius, Plutarch, Salluſt, were deſtroy'd, 
That Polycarp and Co. might fill the void, 
Four fifths of Tacitys we ſeek in vain, 
He, too, was dull, indecent, and profane 
Atteſted miraeles which were not true, is 
And hated (who could wonder) every Jew, 4 
What indignation warms each ſcholar's breaſt, 
When charm'd with half a page, we loſe the reſt. 
This wreck was eaſy in a ſtupid age, 
When prieſts-and Vandals full'd the human ftagez 20 
But did not all the. world grow learn'd and wiſe, 
When light once more deſcended from the ſkies ! 
When Calvin's pen the Deity defin'd, 
And Luther's eye could'pierce his Maker's mind! 
That famous pair who led the pious horde, 
Once more convuls'd the world with fire and ford, 
And, by the foggy truths for which they fought, 
Repell'd the progreſs of pure manly thought. 
When rampant Harry quarrell'd with the Pope, 


And gave his Gothic conſcience all it's ſcope, 30 


In the worſt terms a bagnio can afford, 
When Knox n the Lord 
. Dy Fa 
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To rival ſome poſtilion's fame. 
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At that all-glorious dawning of Reform 


Ten thouſand volumes periſh'd in the ſtorm 


And, leſt ſome novice think me too ſevere, 35 
In their own words their ſacred logic hear: 6 
© Horace | what need we more than David's metre, 


Or can Demoſthenes compare with Peter? 


Let Euclid's magic in the bonefire roll, | 
Do rhomboids and right angles ſave the ſoul? 40 
& Be careſul to deſtroy the Book of James, 
** Subſtantial virtue, that vile Papiſt claims: 

% Forgetting Paul, he ſpurns at faith alone, 

And bids our maümſbip by our lives be known: 

All Cato's virtue was not worth a pin, 45 


And Phocion's exit but a ſhining ſin! * 


Such was the ſtyle of thoſe atrocious days," 
On which weak bigots laviſh all their. praiſe ; 


Vet we on Omar's madneſs dare to lay, 875 
That loſs twelve Shakeſpeares hardly could repay: 30 


With all their tricks our common-ſenſe to blind, 
With all their holy frauds to cheat mankind, 
The conclave never coin'd a viler lie, 

And here plain Truth _ Er Aa reply. 


7 HORA ] ox, 118. L ow I. 


IMITATED« 


Bur vivo, and twenty others, tell . * 

That long ſince an Olympie race... 
There have been young light-headed fellows 

Who did not think it a diſgrace; | 
Though worth ten thouſand pounds a- é 5 
To play themſelves the charioteer; K 3 
But then they had a glorieus aim, 
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Suppoſe a pamphleteer be witty, 
And teaſe the Mimiſter with jokes, 
The patriot ſages of the city, 
Preſent their freedom in a box ; 
And if he takes uncommon ſcope, 
Deſerving well to ſtretch a rope; 


They never think it a reproach, 
When harneſs'd in their hero's coach, 


And he who fills the jockey's part, 

Or charms with petulanee the Lane 
Is juſt as happy in his art, 

And fiſty times, at leaſt, as proud 
As the grave quarto-building ſage, 
Who fancies that Apollo's page, 
Will pay the vaſt arrear of fame, 
And through all nations ſound his name. 


* o 
* . 


The Cit who ne'er a ſous beſtows, 
Of all the guineas he has won; 

Who, let himſelf get food and clothes, 
Cares not what orphans are undone; 

More merit claims than he who's willit 

To ſhare with Want his only ſhilling ; . 

Whoſe penury may patch his coat, 

But pays the taylor to a groat. 


The ſailor who in ſearch of bread, _ 
Muſt broil below the torrid zone, 

Enjoys the life he's taught to lead, 
Scorns all profeſſions but his own, 

Is happy round the world to roam, 

5 And pities fools who lounge at home 1 

| In Danger's lap he's Iull'd aſleep, _ 

Nor minds the terrors of the deep. 
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The ſoldier too is full of pride, | 

And when a drum begins to rattle, * 
7 orgets the drummer flay'd his hide, 
| And thinks of nothing but the battle. 
f Through blood, and fire, and froſt, and ſnow, 45 
1 To ſerve his betters let him go; 
' 198 Returning with a wooden leg, 

1 The man of war muſt ſtarve or beg. 


The Chilian from his native height, 

Who hears below the rolling thunder, 

7 25 Through the dark boſom of the night, 

| [Down ruſhes to revenge and plunder ; 

| Like Pyrrhus in the ſack of Troy, L 
Nor fights to conquer but deſtroy. 
| Yet this barbarian ſeeks a name, 35 
And bids the ſong atteſt his fame. 


And thus, whatever be our ſtation, 
74 - Our hearts in ſpite of us declar 19 

We feel peculiar conſolation, EY 

And taſte of happineſs a Hare. MEET _ 

- Your laureate's chearful, when at times 

You condeſcend to hear his rbymes: | 

He plunges into verſe again, 

And thinks of hunger with diſdain, 
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Our ſtate, eee x 65 
We were not born to comprehend; 3 

But peace will come if wiſely ſought, 

And pleaſure if we gain a friend.  * 

Then let us not our ſenſes drown, 2; 

Staring at ſhadows in the moon; : -70 

Gueſſing why Saturn's belt was given, | 

12 n ſix or ſeven. 
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HORACE, LIB. I. EPIST. IV. 
* . = , 1 
IMITATED. | Is, 


Were you, the kind correQor of my lays, 5 
Remote from London paſs the ſummer days, 
How ſhall I tell the world you ſpend your time 
Still quite enamour'd with the ſweets of rhyme ? 
What! can a youth, ſo modeſt, really hope 5 
With Dryden's burſt of eloquence to cope? 
Harmonious proſe demands no maſter art, 
But who, like Dryden, overwhelms the heart? 
So ſweetly voluble his verſes run, | 
The line ſeems ended ere tis well begun. 10 
Perhaps you ſaunter through ſome ſhady grove, 
While your chaſte boſom glows with rural love; 
The parſon's daughter has her charms impreſt, 
Or ſome kind milk-maid captivates your breaſt ; | 
0 Sacred from paſte, and painting, and perfſume,, 15 ö 
And all her features freſh with Nature's bloom; | 
No barber's Babel nodding on her head, 
Nor with town-ſcandal fit to talk you dead : 
Or, ſhall I ſay, that, with the truly wiſe, . 
Your eating ſoar above the ſkies; 20 
That 'tis eternity commands your care, 
And all your ſage ambition centers there ? 


For, though a man of faſhion and eſtate, ed — 
With you religion is not out of date: | Poa Sol 
And (if your Bard may praiſe without offence) © 25 | 


7 Mankind admit my friend's ſuperior ſenſe. TY 


* There has lately been a diſpute abot this rhyme. One critic 
pronounced it EXCELLENT, and another declared it zxEcraBLE. It 
is here adopted on the authority of ſome of our molt correct poets, 
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Your handſome perſon cannot fail to pleaſe, 
And caſh, in plenty, ſets your ſoul at eaſe ; 


And you what Fortune proffers can enjoy, 


Vet neither dignity nor health deſtroy: 


You ne'er at midnight in a tavern roar, 
Nor pledge your honour for a bagnio ſcore; 
Nor at Newmarket bett with dirty rogues, 
Nor ſtarve a pariſh to ſupport your dogs; 
Nor with.backgammon embarraſs your brain, 
But cards and cockfights equally diſdain. 
What farther could his doating nurſe requeſt, 
For the young bantling ſmiling at her breaſt, 
Than a clear, lively, comprehenſive mind, 
A feeling heart, an eloquence refin'd, 
A graceful form, an ample ſtock of health, 

An happy temper, and ſome ſhare of wealth. 
Since Nature then has every gift ſupply'd, 
And Fate propitious rolls her richeſt tide; 

Embrace the pleaſure of the preſent day, 
But blend betimes the ſerious with the gay ; 

No tempeſt overclouds your morning ſkies, 
But who can tell how ſoon the ſtorm may riſe? 
Pardon, dear Sir, the preſent fit of rhyme, 

To ſcribble nonſenſe is no deadly crime; 
And did not conſcience whiſper what they coſt, 
I'd ſend you ſuch epiſtles every poſt, t 


35 


45 


59 


+ In juſtice to Horace it miuſt be obſerved, that he Latin extends 
only to ſixteen lines; and it may be added, that in general the arti- 


cles of this nature, in the preſent Miſcellany, have but a remote 


C'm 4 


VERSES 
WRITTEN IN A FINE SUMMER MORNING, 
Tnovon the whole univerſe be glad, 
When Summer in his glory reigns, 
Reflection makes my boſom ſad, 
While vegetation en the plains. 


For if a girl your 1 won, 
Should fate beſtow the darling prize, 

One tender evening cannot drown 
The ardour kindled by her eyes. 


And in the height of paſſion's fever, 
If dawning forces you to part 

From her embrace, perhaps for ever, 
A ſigh will ſurely heave your heart, 


So, when I ſmell the bluſhing roſe, 
And hear the birds on every bough, 
And think how ſoon October blows 


To ravage all that's Torn now; 


When polar nakedneſs ſucceedds 
The flowery tribes which deck the green, 
No Mavis warbles in the meads, | 
And not a ſingle leaf is ſeen 


I feel this joyous Summer day, 
With all its beauties dearly bought; 
I cannot bid my ſoul be gay, - 
Nor bear the bitterneſs of thought, 


10 


13 


1 34 1 


1 PRICKLE. 
| 8 | — 
A CHARACTER. 


ib | Hei mibi, qualis erat! quantum mutatus. 
Ft "Pr 1 vnc. 


Wurx Prickle kindly condeſcends, | 


| By learning, eloquence, and wit, 
f To teach, or entertain his friends, 


— 
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With Glent awe the circle fit, 


He lectures, as Achilles ſought, 

N One neither needs reſiſt nor fly; 
193! So deep, ſo brilliant, every thought, 

I |} Conviction bluſhes to reply, 


We wonder how a ſingle head 
RF | Was fit to ſtudy, or retain 
4 : The world of volumes he has read, 

5h And planted in Nis fartals brow, 


But, hear him burſting i into rage 
At barbers bawling to be paid ; 

Or with his trembling ſpouſe engage, 

Becauſe his ſnuff-box was n 


Or, ſpouting bawdry with a punk, 
Blaſpheming with an air ſo cool! 
(For human nature never ſunk, 


As far in any former fool,) 


Or ſtaggering home at break of day, 
Or gormandizing at a feaſt, 

And then, in Prickle's words, you'll ſay, 
Is man ſuperior to a beaſt? 


133 J 


COMMON SENSE: 
a I 
Wuar ſignify the wealth of nations, ö 
The wiſdom of a thouſand ſages, 7 
Where the gout ſpreads its depredations, | 
Or through each nerve a tertian rages ? 


With ſad indifference I read, | 
When, to my knee, Love's pledges run, 
And, bootleſs, beg a piece of bread; 


Plein men lack leifure to lament | 1 
The wreck of Plautus and Menandet : 10 
When thoſe we owe their vengeance vent, | 
In ſearch of plagues we need not wander. - 


Though Tully from the ſhades aſcend, 
He cannot lend yon bankrupt aid ; Ke? | 
Nor ſtern Demoſthenes defend THT ett 
His honour, ume. | $74 


15 Sdme doubt, while ſome deride, his grief 
| Each honeſt pang reproaches double; 


His friends, if he deſerves relief, | | 
Convince him friendſhip is bubble. * 20 


But if he bears a brazen front, TAVEE Fein 

With impudenoe and cunning gifted, | \ 
The world ſhall ſmile as it was wont, {53625 
And ſcorn, to humbler guilt, be uſted. 
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- THE PRIMUM MOBILE. 
4 — 
O Gives! Cives! pecunia n querenda * 
0 - HORACE- 

) No taylor will take up his 2 i | | 
| No cobler patch a pair of ſhoes, 
No lawyer with a jury wheedle, . ; 
When diſappointed of his dues. : 1 

No ſurgeon will extract a tooth, | 5 
No ſtrumpet exerciſe her trade, | 88 f 
No parſon preach eternal truth, _ F 
Where not a ſixpence can be made. F 
1 e 4 
Unbaptiz'd, bare-tail'd you muſt wander, | 7 
The loſs of every law - ſuit ſee ; 2 10 * 
Nay, want, in this chaſte age, ander. F. 
= Unleſs you can preſent a fee. | Fe 
TH | 7 
| \ That artiſt als toils for naught” * N 
= Who, in adulatory verſes, © 3 „ 80 
While greatneſs ſpurns him. as. it Any #6 V 
A. great man's moral worth rehearſes. 2 | | 
In 
x « Th 
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ON THE DIVERSITIES OF LIFE. 
== 
| Bud vite ſeBabor iter : 
Si vexat labor Agricolam, mare naufragus borror 
Infamat. Paneque graves in celibe vita, 
Et gravior cautis cuſtodia vana maritis.—— 
—Afiittat fortuna viras per bella, per equor, 
Iras, infidiaſque, catenatoſque labore: 
Mutandos ſemper gravioribus mooocm ' 
AUSONIUS4 


Tur human race; a thouſand various e 

Purſue the road to happineſs, and praiſe; 

Fancies ſo ſingular inſpire each ſoul, 

Scarce would you think one artiſt made the whole, 

The flatteſt dunce ſome humour cannot hide, tar 
Which marks him out from all mankind beſide ;. 

For in the mind, as plainly as the face, | 
Features pecultar to itſelf we trace. 

Though all, in many points, 8 


No ſingle pair are pezfectly the ſame; 10 


So every grain of ſand, the learn'd atteſt, 
Varies in ſize and figure from the reſt. 

The band term'd heroes, launch a privateer, 
In queſt of ſpoil through every clime they ſteer; 


Thirſt, famine, quick-ſands, and the ſcurvy ſcorn, 15 


By three inch planks ſcarce through the tempeſt borne; 
On every danger, every inſtant led, 
Not one in ten among them dies a- bed. 

Another olaſs prefer a quiet farm, 


No martial ardour bids their ſpirits warm; $8644 20 


They never ſee the deeps beneath them roll, 
Fry at the line, or thiver 1 the poles}. 


= 


/ 
| 


( 38 J 


Their rough but ſolid ſenſe, nor ſeeks the main, 
Nor ſcales the ramparts for a guilty gain; 
Their chief ambition is to pay their rent, 


And through inceſſant toil they drudge content. | 
The merchant, by his debtors, daily wrong'd 


Of wares which never to himſelf belong'd, 
Submits with patience to the will of Fate, 
And fince he muſt be cheated, learns to cheat; 
Hears with a ſmile each female and each fop, 
And ſpins out life in ſtalking round his ſhop : 
But recommend the compaſs or the plow, 
Contempt and terror-darken on his brow. 
With pudding, beef, and porter, fully fed, 
And dozing every night nine hours a-bed; 
How ſhould he with the ruſtic riſe to work, 
Or prop exiſtenee upon putrid pork; 
Or rouſe to rage the ſhark's terrific form, 
Or mount the main-yards in a midnight ſtorm z 
Or when the burning deck beneath him rends, 
And death in every horrid ſhape deſcends; 


When through each craſhing port the grape ſhot-ſweep, 
And the torn maſts roll headlong to the deep; © 


Each burſting ſeam ſucks in the heavy flood, 


And the grim boatſwain almoſt wades in blood; 


Shall this poltroon behind the counter bred, 
Who ſhudders but to ſee a ſick man bled, © 
While balf the ſhip is into ſplinters blown, 
Snatch the laſt ſecond as her hull goes down? 
Survey the victor with a markſman's eye, 
And give one parting broadſide ere he die. 
The vintner, but a ſycophant at beſt, - 
Muſt bow the knee to every ſotted gueſt; 
And ſtill the more you're mad enough to ſpend, 
The more Iſcatiot calls himſelf your friend. 
To pleaſe the company his brains he'll drown, 
Nor dares aflirm his foul itſelf his o WW u. 
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Whate'er yon ſay, whatever be your ſtyle, 


Train'd to debauch, and flattery, and fraud, 
He's hardly ten degrees above the bawd.— 
Here equity proteſts that nine in ten, 

Are not one iota worſe than common men; 


Nay, half a dozen moſt of us have ſeen, 65 
Whoſe hearts were upright and whoſe hands were —_ ; 


And ſhould but one prove honeſt in a ſcore, 
For what profeſſion can you promiſe more? 

The doctor, the attorney, and the prieſt, 
Have furniſh'd merry bards with. ROE Rs T1 
One cloud of ſages pore upon the Ry, | 
Others engrave the features of a fly; 
While mad to know what never can be known, - 
In metaphyſics fome their ſenſes drown. 
The chymiſt feels a juſt and curious paſſion, 7 
But botanizing now ſeems moſt in faſhion; . 
And yet it's votaries make wond”rous din, 
On many topics dearly worth a pin. | 
For though the oak our juſt attention claim, | 


Does every pigmy plant deſerve the ſame? | 454 80 


To ſquander pages on ſome uſeleſs weed, 
Is but a very filly taſk indeed; 


Their language too, at which all mankind oem 
No mortal tongue articulates but theirs. ®. 

The ſon' of grammar on all theſe looks down, ion 
He conjugates a verb, declines a noun, 7 
And could he but correct one elaſſick page, 

His name deſcends to every future age. 


* A very intelligent writer once affured the Editor, that Botany 
was the moſt trifling ſtudy in the world; and that Linnæus himſelf 
was more than half a fool. This perſon was at that very time com. 
piling a Syſtem of Botany, which every body has ſeen. Such is of. 
ten the harmony between an author's converſation and his works. 


He ſeconds your aſſertion with a ſmile ; | 60 
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With him obſcenity becomes divine, 
If Horace chanc'd to pen the precious line. | 
Supreme dictator in ſome pariſh ſchool, 5 OS 3 £05 
| He dreams perhaps that Shakeſpeare was A fool pa 2 
| | That Tully muſt be ſtudied ere we ſpeak; ' ' © 
That all true wit is borrow'd from the Greek; * 
| That melody is only to be found, 95 
f Where dsQyls gallop, and ſpondees drawl round. 
. Tis poſlible the reader my inquire, - 
111 To what te 1 n aſpire, 


42> 


| «+ diligently digeſted this treatiſe,” (Ariſtotle's Poeticks) © would 
be as ABSURD and IMPOSSIBLE, as to pretend'to a {kill- in geo- 
125 « metry, without having ſtudied Euclid,” Warton's Eſſay on Pope, N 
Val. I. p. 170. By this remark, we learn, that Homer did uot N 
| « underſtand poetfy;” for as he died many centuries before Ariſto. 
tle was born, he cannot have peruſed the ſaid treatiſe, It is to be — 
| feared, that Shakeſpeare knew as little of Ariſtotle; fince, in one | 
1 of his moſt correct plays, he introduces nc ron quoting him. Now, 
| 
| 
: 


| 

] 
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85 as it is needleſs to read any author who does not UXDERSTAND his 
| ſubject, the admirers of Mr Warton may perhaps think it adviſe 


critics of the preſent age; and his volumes have been ſo generally 
circulated, that a man of ſenſe muſt find it difficult to kick then 


\ 


able to commit theſe two poets to the flames. C 
18 Tn the ſame work, Vol. I. p. 196, we are told, that . he that il Tor 
1 « has well DIGzsTED' theſe four ſhort Cantos, (Boilean's Efay) car. 7 
1 « not be {aid to be ignorant of any 1\MPORTANT RULE OF POETRY!" 
| It is not requiſite to add, that theſe two paſſages are in the directeſ 
; contradiction to each other, as well as to common ſenſe. No 
1 In p. 229, of the ſame volume, a few very trifling lines in Popes In 
; Rape of the Lock, are ſaid to haye © excelled any thing in Shake - As 
| *« ſpeare, or in any other author,” Re 
BR The reſt of this book, and eſpecially the dedication, is wrote in 
5 the ſame ſtyle. The author is, in particular, very angry that the * $, 
25 world ſhould have miſtaken Dean Swift for a poet; a miſtake in an! 
which we are likely to continue. He is one of the moſt popula! Witte de 
| 
| 
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Let ſongſters of ſuperior parts to mine, 

Paint Rodney ruſhing through the Gallic line, | 
Or Elliot earning the great Pruſſian's praiſe, 105 
While Calpe's ſky defcended in a blaze, ＋ 
(A ſcene compar'd to which, fam'd Ilion's fall 

Bore but the ſemblance of a ſchool-boy's brawl,) 

To pomp or pathos I make no pretence, 

But range in the broad path of common ſenſe, 110 
Nor ever burrow in the dark ſublime, 

Nor cramp a thought by ſcantineſs of rhyme ; 

And if by turns contemptuous and ſevere, 

Candour muſt own the verſes are ſincere; 

Nor at a fool's command politely grieve, 111 
Nor vindicate a ſyſtem none believe; * x 

Nor whet a pimp, nor ſerve a tyrant's end, 


Nor gain their fire a farthing ar ' friend. 
TO THE MALE VIRGINS, © 


Cum mare, cum tellus homines populetur et ignis, 
Tot pereant morbo, tot fera bella necent : 


- Tune probibere audet veneris- commereia ? 
* BUCHANAN, 
eeſt | 

No caſe excites Thich tender pity 


pes In men of feeling hearts like me, 


babe: As when > girl, kind, handſome, witty, 
Remains a maid * twenty-three. 


Sch as Popery ja e e ee Oda tn 
"wn Ef on Ne, F 
man * 
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While ſuch a croud of love- ſick laſſes O22 S 
Around the world ſo wanton walk, / 
Our ſex are ſomething worſe than aſles, b 264 
To let them wither on the ſtalk. T9 


To multiply the human race s 1 

Is man's ſublime and ſacred duty, . 10 6 10 
Shall we the glorious truſt diſgrace, | 

And fly a —_— — baſhful beauty? 71 


Let ſaints in macs ae ven; 
Confirm their continence by pray rr, 
But ſince the cloth is fairly ſpread, 0 1G 
Twere folly to refuſe a ſhares ' OV 
Yet ſhun a well frequented coaſt, - eit If / 4 
Nor level at a mark that's common; 2 
Nor let it be your ſavage boaſt «x06 
To n each ſilly Fehn. mT 20 - 
Provide ſome jolly bougeing ſpouſe, 
That's qualified to cool your flame, H 
And ſhould the fortify your brows, bid H 
A den ay W have done the nem weed 
. 1. Sh: 
2 we ö g . * g » 4 P, 
| Fo 
os TRE | An 
 FRIV OLITY or POETICAL AMBITION ) 
r IE * 
Dos weak in any man ts Ln $62 1 m 
And rifle and confound his brains, 


The 
In ſearch of rhyme; 8 | Wo 
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For though he ſhould acquire the loudeſt fame, 


That ever buzz'd about a name, . 
A glimpſe of time 


Shall ſee his reputation melt away, 
Some new blown bubble of the day 
Supplies his place, 
With freſher topics entertains the world; 
And early in its turn is hurl' d 
To like diſgrace. 


Thus far-fam'd Churchill was not five years dead, 
When nobody alive could read 


Quite through his pages; | 
Yet ſome, who have not half his ſenſe and wit, 


Preſume their precious works are fit 


For diſtant ages. . 


The bays of Dryden almoſt fade with years; 
No mortal now with patience hears 
The Panther's ſtory ; - 
His Dedications are fuch fulſome ſtuff, 
His Plays—but what could be enough 
To drown his glory. 


Shakeſpeare himſelf ſhall one — be forgot, 
And each dull critic ceaſe to blot 
And damn the reſt; * A 
For, ſoon or late, our language — ire, 
And graceleſs cookmaids light the fire 
With Falſtaff's jeſt?! 


10 


15 


25 


* Fielding, in his Journey frm this World tothe Next has in- 


troduced Shakeſpeare ſaying, ** Where a paſſage in my works ad- 
mits of two meanings, neither of them can be worth a farthing.” 
The commentators on this writer have, in truth, become a ſort of 


«14 mY 


puiſance, 
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- ON OPTIMISM. 
OCTASTONED BY 
READING POPE's ESSAY ON MAN. 
Taz ways of Providence are dark, 
We cannot trace their plan, 
To level at fo high a mark 
Is inſolence in man. 


A pious bard prefames to ſay 
That every thing is right, - 

Let pedants in their own dull way 
Through metaphyſics fight: 


For, if you bluntly bid them read 


The Candide of Voltaire, 
Senſe cannot enter ſuch a head, 
Nor has it buſineſs there, 


A gouty toe, a rotten tooth, 
Refute his flimſy ſong, 

And ratify the mournful truth, 

That many things are wrong,! 


15 
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AN INDEX TO FEMALE VIRTUE. 
Tedia non lambit Cluviam, — Catullam. 
| JUVENAL« / 


Aliis conflium; — oecafio defuit : voLUNTAS 


* * 1 
* * - * 
2 ' = 4 . o 
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SweeT are the ſex, but one eternal blot, 

Too ſhocking to be pardon'd or forgot, 

Till death adheres to them like a diſeaſe, 

Yet old and young may quit it when they pleaſe. 


The fault I mean is--proneneſs to reveal . 


Thoſe errors of the ſex #bey ſbould conceal. 
On other points, with patience, we beſtow 
Whole hours to hear their © lively nonſenſe” flow: 
On teas and laces let them ſtill diſpnte, | 
But on themſelves we beg them to be mute. 10 
When erivy fluſhes o'er a beauty's bloom, | | 
Pure deteſtation drives us from the room. 

The girl whoſe mere good-nature grants a child, 
By all the herd is hooted and revil'd; 


Nay, hags, who play'd that very prank before, 15 | 


With matchleſs impudence her guilt abhor. 
Tis farcical with what a whining face 
They fly to ſound the trumpet 1 


Belch out the fumes ef Preſbyterian rage, EIS, 
And mourn the madneſs of the rng age ! | 20 
Yet females, who poſſeſs the faireſt fame, a 
Perhaps, at bottom, are the very ſame, J 
Traig'd to the ſport, and © daugliters of the game.” 


Men of true feeling take Misfortune”s part, | 
Nor tantaliſe, but foothe-a bleeding heart. 25 


* 28 * 
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The ſoureſt Methodiſt may chance to fail, 
Like Eſop's fox, entangled by the tail. - 
Though modeſt wives are ſurely to be ſought; 


Their brittle boaſted worth is oſten dearly bought. 
If private ſcandal half her time employs, 30 


If night and day you're deafen'd with her noiſe,” 

How dares that viper hope to be careſs'd, 

Who gives you ſuch à ſample of her breaſt ? 

How bleſt the man from ſuch a monſter free, 

Her ruffian- virtue has no charms for me! + 3; 
I grant you, decency her name adorns, 

But rather would embrace a buſh of thorns. 
Let hen-peck'd ſlaves their tame forbearance boaſt, 
What Chriſtian phlegm inſpires them when they're croſs'd; 
And while their back is bawling o'er amours, 40 

Forbear to kick the baggage out of doors. | 
Till my laſt ſpark of underſtanding ceaſe, - - 

No pamper'd vixen ball invade my peace; 

No concubine ſhall curb, no canting wife, 

Claim a church-warrant to confound my life. 45 
Her pipe, wben pious indignation rears, 


And ſcare-crow texts are thunder'd'in your ears, 
A cat-o'-nine tails, and a whipping-poſt, 751 


Would richly pay whatever they may coſt. * 

We know the charmers honeſtly intend 50 
By ſuch a tune themſelves to recommend, | 
To prove their feelings infinitely nice, 


And teſtify, like Paul, their rage at vice; 


But every man, who has not ſhut his eyes, 


_ Unravels at a glance their thin diſguiſe. eas hat 


The very graveſt virgins with to wed, 

Like us, they ſpurn a ſolitary bed; 

And when our aunts at roving wenches rail, 

We always know for certain what they all!; 
Juſt as a tradeſman feels his courage drop, 60 
When good old cuſtomers go by his ſhop. 


30 


A [4 ] 
Indulgence for their ſpite may be allow'd, 


Since females, like ourſelves, are fleſh and blood. 
Ladies the beſt among you are but _ 


And may be ruin'd by ſome traitor's tale; | 65 


The coldeſt girl, complete experience proves, 
Denies no favour, where ſhe really loves: 
The moſt demure ſtarch'd maiden of you all, 
If worth a firm aſſault,” may likely fall. 


| Suppoſing, then, the caſe became your own, 70 
And ye the ten days tattle of the town 7 


What bitter curſes would ye pour on thoſe 


Who took ſuch pains your folly to e pe. 


If Pity's voice your virtue ſcorns to hear, 


Prudence, at leaſt, forbids to be ſevere; -- 75 


For can the beſt of parents, pray, be ſure 


Their. daughters wont be wreel'd each paſſing hour? va 


The pureſt lives expo#?d-to'cenſure lie, Hand 
And dare we beg that pardon we deny: 
A ſiſter's faults in ſilence let us mourn, 380 
Then we may claim her filence in our turn. © 
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THE PROGRESS OF MORAL j SENSIBILITY, 
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"94 +4 | ! 315 } 
Etherve flammis perde ſequacibus 
Turpes colonos, Chriſtiane . ' 
Dedecus ene terra. : 
2 een BUCHANAN. ' 
kc: 244 6c 1 43235) | , gs 
Troven a young e ebese rods "_Y 71 
May ſtudy all he ean to play the cheat, r 
Contemn the frankneſs of a generous friend, 
Nor ſpare one {mile but for ſome ſelfiſh end; 


A 


(4) 


Without remorſe, a train of falſghoods tell, 
And with ſeduction the black progreſs ſwell; - | 
Though fraud pervades the eſſence of his ſoul, 


Something is wanting yet to crown the whole; 


The harveſt of corruption ĩs not ripe,  ' 
The human wolf ſhall often quit his gripe: _ 
His milky heart compells him now and then - - 
To melt and ſympathiſe like better men. 

Thę parſon's bawling, or the widow's tear, 
May warm with pity, or may chill with laat | 
Revolting nature fluſhes in his face, 

For callow guilt ean ſeel its own . 
But when our hero turns of thirty-five,. - 8 
And dreams no truly honeſt man will thrive : 
Sees that by candour little ean be gain'd, 


That talents without money are di ſdain d; * 5 


That he, and he alone is courted moſt. 
Who can the plenty oſ his table boaſts +: 
That a fine lodging and expenſive clothes, 


Are the beſt proofs of worth the pudlic knows ; 


That ſhould a beggar rival Dryden's rhyme, 
Talents in him are but a kind of crime z 

A petty treaſon, giving deep offence 

To men of rank, who feel their want of ſenſe: 
His own misfortunes make his heart fo hard, 
That human miſery meets with no regard. 

He fancies fellow-men mere beaſts of prey, 

And if leſs fierce, yet falſer far than they. 


His friends, no doubt, will many a — 


In their own coin he pays the traitors back, 
He ſadly wonders why the world was made, 
That ſuch a motley ſcene might be diſplay d; 
Where almoſt none are fair but arrant fools; * 


* « Children and fools tell truth,” ſays the proverh, 


19 
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Nor cares though the whole ſpecies were deftroy'd, 


Might he, like Japhet's father, fill the void. 40 
Such is the progreſs (if I'dop't miſtake) | 
That age in morals ſeldom fails to make; 
The underſtanding 1 is improv d of courſe, 
But.oft experience makes your feelings worſe ; | 
A thouſand various accidents controul, 45 
Or cruſh the nobler feelings af the ſoul, - js 267 
Have you a ſpouſe whoſe humour is to chide? \ 
You hate fincerely the whole ſex: beſide; 1 
Or, elſe with ſome kind con ubine you moor, 
While female worth againſt her bolts each door. 50 
In either caſe, nor ſwear the maxim wrong, 
Morals, moſt likely, are not wondrous ſtrong. 
Perhaps you marry ſome enchanting maid, 
By whom your love is perſectly repaid ; 


Who never teaſes with too pert advice, 55 


Nor would deſert your-arms for Paradiſe ; 

Who owns that women are a woeful ch: 

Nor on aſſum'd importance dares enlarge; 

Who never triumphs o'epadiſter's fin, 

Nor quarrels with her wench about a pin, 6o 
Nor like a ſtrumpet ſtrolls around the ſtreet, 

To ſtare on every coxcomb ſhe ſhall meet 3 

Nor waves a feather-fabric ſix feet high, 

For fear the ſhould not catch the vulgar eye; 


Nor prates gloud that paſſengers may hear, 1 


Nor hints her wiſhes by a wanton leer. 

Her bloom is ſacred from coſmetic dirt, 

She knows, when wanted, how to waſh a ſhirt ; 

She, when you lead her to an evening walk, 

Can talk of trifles, yet amuſe by talk. 70 

If ſuch a miracle you haply find, 

Though til? but the fag-end of human kind; 

No more with wide benevolence you burn, 

On her alone your tender tranſports turn. 
5 1 G 
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Your tavern friendſhips moulder and decay, 75 
As Venus ſinks before the blaze of day : | 
In love alone felicity you place, 

And while encircled by her fond embrace, 

Your obligations to us all forget, 

Till twelve months hence your dear is drown'd in debt; 80 
Diſeaſe invades the features once ſo fair, : 

- And infant anguiſb racks you with deſpair ; 

While noiſe annihilates your midnight reſt, 

The quack's predictions harrow up your breaſt ; 

And twenty pounds are nothing to his ſcore, 8; 
Which half a crown per annum clear'd before. 

Then once again your ſentiments are chang'd, 

And every dream of happineſs derang'd ; 

Then you'd, perhaps, if fairly left to chooſe, 

Prefer the hangman's to the huſband's nooſe. | 


ODE TO INNOCENCE. 


FROM THE LATIN OF SECUNDUs. 
—— —— 
Nemo malus felix, minime corruptor. 
JUVENAL. 


O Innocence! be thou my guide 
Through the tempeſtuous path of life ; 

Teach me in thee to place my pride, 
And fly the miſeries of ſtrife ; 


Nor cruſh the early-opening flower, 5 0 
Exterminate the toilſome bee ; 
Nor, in the wantonneſs of power, Li 


Enflave the lark ſo dear to thee; 


Le 


Nor from the goldfinch force her young, ; 
Nor bid the blackbird's boſom ſwell, 10 
While anguiſh animates her tongue 
To pour a parent's fond farewell ; 


Nor butcher the mild helpleſs hare, 
Nor, on the barb, the worm ſuſpend ; 

But make it my inceſſant care 15 
To act the univerſal friend. 


For me no maid ſhall mourn her vow, 
No fire reproach his ruin'd ſon; 
Nor tortur'd conſcience tinge my brow, 
For what my yeſterday hath done. 20 


By thy pure ſentiments inſpir'd, 
My conduct Virtue ſhall revere, 
And Vice, to emulation fir'd, 
Shall drop a penitential tear. . 
Sr —————————————— ——— 


ODE TO SLEEP. 
FROM THE SAME. 


Somnoque jucundo moleſtas 
fEgri animi relevare curas. 
; BUCHANAN. 


O Sleep! to thy ſeductive charms 
My clay with gladneſs I reſign ;+ 

Let madmen court the din of arms, 
The rapture of repoſe be mine ; 


Gi 


— 


( 1 
Let others watch the midnight ity; 4 
The cavern's horrid gulf deſcend. 
Above the clouds on ſnjoke-bagy fly 


Or to the Pole their paſſage read. 


For me, tis juſt enough to race 

The terrors of the frosen ſeu ; 10 
No burſting wave ſhall drench my hex; 

| No ftarting plank ſhall ee th. ru 


No burning deſart fhatt I enge, : 
: No Nabob rack in queſt of gold. 6421 | 
Can Peace admit a fair exchnnge? rs 
Are thy embraces to he fold? b 


When Thou, with Innocence, art gong; © 
How ſad, how terrible to tive ' _ 
Domeſtic happineſs alone 
A pure tranquillity can give. 210 


Our liſping prattlers lull'd to reſt ; 
Through every veirt I fel the glide, 
And preſs my Julia to my breaſt. 


PROT r SAME. 
— Ä— | 
T rover thou, * charming boy, wert born © 1 
Before the church a licence ſold, 


Thou ſhalt not, helpleſs and forlo 
Thine arms around al bireling toll. | 


Since what a thoughtleſs girl could te, 3 Is 
Thy mother forſeited far the, Ea baht ca cb 


10 


29 
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Dare I, to ſtab her ſole repoſe, 
Rend her young doating heart fromm thee? 


Or, would a vulgar hackney'd nurſe 
To all thy little wants attend, 10 
Ten thouſand times my flemder purſe Nan 
Muſt fail to buy thee ſuch a friend: 


Though thy juſt claims thou canſt not plead, - 
I own the honeſt warmth of Nature, 

And what I was, reflected tead; | If 
In each fond artleſs infant feature. 6 


Deteſting haughty, harſh reſerve; 
Thy tender titles I avow, 

Thy father feels through every erde — 
A joy he never felt ti w ́́,ẽt 0 


AFT AE * aur * 
Felix, qui propriis ævum trag ſegit in ar vit: 


 Trſa domus puerum quem vides, ipſa ſenem. 0 


Mor here a merry Poet lies 3 
He only made pretence - 

To ſimple, limping, laughing limes, 
Which never gave offenes. 


The worſt which we can ſay S 
„ ee. 3 
And on thy Gables: A ed ara 4: 


—— — —— 


— 
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More happy far he was than wits 
. In higher ſcenes who mov'd ; 10 


* 


But who, nor liv'd, nor died like him, 
Lamented and belov'd, * 


No Patron flatter'd and betray'd 5 
| No Bookſeller oppreſt: y 

His meal was light, „ eee ere I; 
His verſes were his ae 


| Nor, ates on the 44. man's SY 
! Can he who writes forbeer 
To pay departed Innocence 
An undiſlembling tear. 


2 Critic, forgive the firſt eſſay a: 
Of one whoſe thoughts, are plain, 
Whoſe heart is full, who never means 


| THE LAW SUIT. 
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Caxxxvs, when his purſe was light, 

Got twenty guineas as a loan, | 5 
Swearing he would repair his plight, 

And pay me ere a week was gone. 


& year went off, the lawyer Aulus 6 
Perſuades me to commence a ſutt. 

Crying, © the raſcal ſhan't eajole un, . 

His bond, Sir, cannot bear diſpute!” © © 


MIS jEO MMM<_ ..D*i3D. To 7. 


On i 


But lo ! this paper-war has laſted - f 

Longer than Homer's ſiege of Troy; 17 24S 
= Ten times my debt has Aulus waſted, * 

e 

Now, ſince I'm not fo rich as Clive, 

Nor yet for Neſtor's age deſign” 

I'll quit the combat while alive, > Is 


15 Nor force my heir to purchaſe wind. 


Calenus, at the triple tree, 
Ought ſurely his ſucceſs to tell; 
But Aulus, no ſufficient fee ' 
Can hope for till he reaches hell. 20 


Who mountains on a wart have thrown, 
By all that's juſt ! my lord the judge, BY 
Muſt dive a ſtory farther down. 


1 
ON 


READING MEMOIRS OF. FREDERICK III. 


vr JOSEPH rowrns, Ls L. p. 


Diſeream, f te mater ce 


SUETONIUS, 


A cLovp of books o'erwhelms the profect days, 
Worthleſs alike of cenſure and of praiſe; 

Where not a ſingle ſentence in the whole 

Exiſts, but what the wretched Grub bath ſtole: 
Or home-bred nonſenſe ſhould he raſhly ſquirt, 
The pilfer'd diamond ſparkles through his dirt. , 


j5 6 


When ſweet, Herodotus our ears hath tir'd, 


nions did not contain two millions ang an half of inhabitants. At 
dis death, after a reign of forty-lux years, the gnaaber exceeded four 
millions ; beſides above two millions in the provinces of Sileſia and 


1K 1 


What indignation muſt each ſcholar feel, 
When Plutarch's limbs are broke upon the wheel; 


And nervous Salluſt is no more admir'd ; 10 

Sublime Thucydides his murther mourns, 

And ſage Polybius to a dotard turns; 

The heart, when Xenophon forbears to win, 

And lively Juſtin ſlumbers in Rollin. | | 
While theſe refletions had begun to-riſe, 15 

A freſh delinquent ruſh'd upon our eyes; 

Twelve hundred pages pouring from the proſe, - 

. 


Revile the benefactor 


yy Robertſon's Hiſtory of (Greece my be quoted 8s f pleaſing ex 
reption to this general cenſure. 
+ When this Prince ſucceeded. to his father, the Pruſſian .doni. 


Pomerellia. And ſo much at eaſe do the peaſantry feel themſelves, 
that the annual number .of births ſurpaſſes that ef burials, by up- 
wards of fifty thouſand. Baron Trenck is an unſuſpected witneſs to 
the rapid increaſe in every ſort af improvement, as well as popu- 
lation. He informs us, that after the ſeven years war, the King rebuit 
every farm houſe in Eaſtern Pruſſia, which had been burnt by the 
enemy, except that of the Baron's ſiſter. When we have reflected that 
he had, at this time, but juſt ended a third bloody war in which 
his, armies had fought nineteen battles ; that his capital had been 
plundered with evegy circumſtance. of. barbarous capacity; that al 
molt every pariſh in his provinces had been a ſcene of carnage and 


fingle ſhilling ; we may then, with what grace we G0, condenu 
him as a hateful tyrant. 

The juſtice of his title to Sileſia has been diſputed ;. but the Pro 
teſtant inhabitants of that oppreſſed province received him as a de- 
liverer. And is there now any Briton who wiſhes to ſee it reven 
to the houſe of Auſtria? In Pomerellia, he began his career, by 
erecting one hundred and eighty ſchools, as he himſelf tells us in 
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On martial worth, if Slander muſt await, | 

What future monarch ſhall cantend with Fate? 20 

Had Frederick's heroes gain'd no higher fame, 
1⁰ Than this poor pamphleteer has right to claim, 

Poland as yet had unpartition'd been, 

Sileſia ſtill oþey?d her bigot Queen; h 

Nor Prague's wide boſom blaz'd with Pruſſian fre, -25 

Nor Daun from Torgau haſted to retire. rh 

15 His portrait had not mock d each dauber's hand, 

Nor o'er theſe heavy volumes, Patience yawn'd.. 


ON THE CHARACTER OF A WIFE. 


8 ex- 

dani. Si peregre it, plorat: redeuntem amplectitur, uinis 

At Comprimit, examinis deficit inque finu ; © | 

d four Accuſatque moras, et verbis ofcula jungit : 

a and Oſcula dum jungit, fletibus ora rigat. 

2 | | BUCHANAN. 
p- a 


efs w A wirr, you ſay, is an expenſive toy, 
popu- But, wanting coſt, we cannot purchaſe joy; 
ebuilt The richeſt miſer muſt remain in rags, 

by the Unleſs he condeſcend to looſe his bags; | 


which letter to D'Alembert; and the only obje& of regret with men of | 


| been ſenſe is, that he did not acquire poſſeſſion of the whole kingdom. 


hat al- That he had many faults, we know; but bas the reader ſeen or 
re and beard of a character wITHOUT FAULTS? | 
wed & Before ſuch merit. all objeRions fly, | 
lens « Pritchard's genteel, and Garrick fix foot high,” =. 
e Pw That he was the firſt general and ſtateſman of his age, is a trite 


a de truth. That he was a patron of literature, is not the leaſt honour. | 


roved able part of his praiſe. In the latter part of his reign, when pre- 


er, by ſent at the performance of a French tragedy, © 1 would not,” he 
TL "00 NWI 1 
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The thread-bare bard, a coach who cannot hire; 
Is fain to waddle through December's mire ; 
And he, whoſe income won't extend to port, 
To the more frugal ale-houſe muſt reſort. 
Before a doctor takes the pains to kill, 


His patient's purſe muſt pay for every pill?! 


A Britiſh Premier too, muſt bribe the houſe, 
Before they'll vote his Majeſty a ſous; 

At church, you know, as well as at the play, 
We cannot have a ſeat unleſs we pay; 

And you and 1, till ſome few pence are given, 
Muſt like two puppies from the pew be driven; 
Nor gain one glimpſe of glory, or of grace, 

Ere firſt we buy the freedom. of the place. 

For all things elſe, a price is to be paid, 

Why, then, refuſe your money for a maid ? 

A wife, you ſay, deſtroys domeſtic caſe, 
You cannot theh do juſt whate'er you pleaſe. 
But tell me truly, when a fool is drunk, 

And all his ſenſes in the liquor ſunk, 

Ought he to be allow'd to range the Aireet, * 
And box with every blackguard he ſhall meet? 
Embrace pollution, tumble in the mire; 

Or, reeling homeward, ſet his houſe on fire? 
Far better fate attends the happy man 

Who weds a mate as early as he can: 

His faithful ſpouſe his every want attends 


(One ſpouſe is worth ten thouſand bottle- friends); | 


She flatters, ſtrips, and rolls him into bed, 

Then binds a fillet round his aching head; 

She eovers, carefully, each wearied limb, 

For alt her wiſhes centre but in himz 
And, while coherently to curſe he tries; 

'The briny ſhower comes ruſhing from het eyes. 

In humble tone ſhe ventures to complain. 
He ſwore laſt week he ne'er would drink again; 


e 
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[ 59 ] : 
Reminds him that he plays a thoughtleſs part, 
And hints what agonies have wrung her heart. 
Then which all other mortals would deſpiſe, 
Beſide her hopeful huſband down ſhe lies. 
But left his horrid breath may do her harm, 45 
She elings behind, to keep his ſhoulders warm. 
A wife, beſides, will bring you girls and boys; 
And though the monkies make inceſſant noiſe, 
Though other children's din you cannot bear, 
Yet theirs, believe me, won't annoy your ear. 509 
None but an actual father ever knows 
With what fond joy a father's heart o'erflows, 
To ſee all Lilliput friſk up and down, 
When every look reminds him of his own, 
On her's, who, in the ſummer days of youth, 55 
Taught him the charms of tenderneſs and truth. 
And are you fick ? "Tis then her actions prove 
(No words can paint) the frenzy of her love: 
"Tis then the grandeur of her ſoul ſhines forth, _. -- - 
Then firſt you learn the vaſtneſs of her worth, bo 
Your kindeſt comrades in attendance fail, 
For all muſt weary of a ſick man's tale; 
But, night and day, ſhe ſtill is at your fide, 
More ſoft, more charming far, than when a bride z- - 
For though corroding cares her bloom deſtroy, 65 
Her generous love excites ſuperior joy. | 
She watches every motion of your eye, 
Your every want impatient to ſupply. 
Affected ſmiles conceal her inward care, 
Hopeleſs herſelf, yet checking your deſpair ; :70 
While oft, in ſpite of all her female art, : 
A ſigh eſcaping, cuts you to the heart. 
How cold mere Friendſhip, when compar'd to this ; 
Without ſuch women, what were human blifs. | 
And ſhould, as it may happen, Fortune frown, 74 
And from the "eight of ee hurl you down, ns. 
Hi BY 2387; 


Ay 


When thoſe you truſted, their connections change, 


And every tongue exults in your diſgrace; 


And blaſts each phantom of returning peace, 


When every inſult muſt be coolly borne, , 
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When every friend, as uſual, turns his back, 
And your ſoul lingers on the mental rack; 


The pedant's pity, and the rival's ſcorn; 80 


And thoſe who hate you, give reſentment range; 

When every look, where e' er you ſhew your head, 

Is ſure to make you feel your kingdom's fled;” 
When ſordid Prudence ſtiffens every face, 85 


At ſuch a time, does female friendſhip fail ? 

No; ſhe herſelf attends you to the jail. 

Such friendſhip cheaply with a world were bought ; 

Her boſom juſt admits one ſingle thought. 90 
Your peace of mind ſhe breathes but to purſue, 

Nor dreads a dungeon to be ſhar'd with you. 

She, too, when death arrives to your relief, 

Shall watch its progreſs with the pureſt grief; 

Perform each duty that diftreſs can crave, 95 
And, with fond tears, bedew her huſband's grave; 
And ſtill, with you, her tender mem'ry teems, | 
Still your lov'd image haunts her broken dreams, 


Till Heav'n, in pity, gives her own relcaſe. 100 
Such are the ſex we modeſtly deſpiſe, 
And ſuch the fools whom every fool decries. 
To this you anſwer, with a ſcornful ſmile, 
That common ſenſe adopts a colder ſtyle ; 
That many a wife turns out ſo very bad, 105 
As ſoon to drive the tameſt partner mad. 
The ſcrub, who bargains for a maſs of gold, 
May catch, no doubt, a ſlattern or a ſcold. 
No paſſage, in any writer, can be more inſtructive or intereſt 
ing, than the fall of the Duke of SvLLy, as deſcribed by himſelf. 
F ſame ſhelf with Plutarch 


95 


105 


arch, 


* 
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The brute whoſe paſſion is but rank deſire, 


May feel ten days exhauſt his carnal fire. ro 


The fool who marries for the ſake of wit, 

Is ſure to find himſelf ſeverely bit; 

And he who ſeeks a ſpouſe of noble blood, | 

Muſt bear, with patience, lectures long and loud, 
But men of ſenſe, with reaſon, hope to find 115 
A graceful perſon, with a modeſt mind; A INE 
Whoſe various charms we ever muſt admire, 

At once the choice of wiſdom and deſire; 

And for mere merit, if you ſearch around, 

Believe me, that is always to be found. 120 
The ſureſt rules for chuſing ſuch a mate, 

Would furniſh topics for a4ine debate; 

But, leſt the fpirit of the verſe expire, 

Your preacher, for the preſent, ſhall retire, 


— , | | ; 
ON NOTHING. - 
| Majores majora ſonent. 


I narpLyY now with patience hear. 
The metaphyſics of the ſchools, : 
For mankind, I fincerely fear, 
Are frequently ſuch knaves or fools, 
Their talents are not worth attaining, 3 


Far leſs their paſſions worth explaining. 


A joint aj juicy roaſted beef, 
A dozen of October ale, 
Give us more ſenſible reliet, 


Than reveries ſo vague and ſtale, to 


About the origin and nature, 
of ſuch a ſhallow ſordid creature. | _ 


— — — — 
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Try, Sir, to make us honeſt men, 
In ſpite of all the devil's doing; 

Convince impoſtors by your pen, 

That roguery muſt end in ruin: 

But never take a random flight, 

To prove that every thing is right. 


15 


THE WINTER DAY; 
ET C 441 © R, 7 
APROSPECT OF LIFE. 

Juantula pars rerum eſt, in qua ſe gloria tollit, 
Ira fremit, metus exanimat, dolor urit, egeftas 
Cogit opes, ferro, inſidiis, flamma atque veneno 
Cernitur, et trepido Ne bumana tumultu ? 

| BUCHANAN. 


Taz top of tall Arthur * ſtands cover'd with ſnow, 
The verdure lies hid in the vale, | 

Her wood-notes no more from the linnet au . 
And the goldfinch forgets his ”"—= ner td 


The ta ſeems afraid from his ley to look forth, 

Elder night” now revolts from his ſway; 

All the hail hoarded up in the terrible north, 
Pours down in a tempeſt to-day. ti - - - 


How many poor ſhepherds expire with their ſheep; z 
O! how ſhall December be borne, - 

Let us think of the ſtorms which convulſed the deep, 
When Anſon ſurrounded Cape Horn. 


An eminence near Edinburgh. 


10 | 


" + Dec. 37, 1763. 
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See the Wolſey of Ruſſia projected from power, 
At the Pole for to wander and die; +. 


He receives in his boſom the rage of the ſhower, 15 
While ambition yet lours in his eye. 


The ſavage of Greenland now ſhrinks in his cave, 
From the froſt of his long winter night; 

For a dungeon more horrible far than the grave, 
He muſt loſe all tlie bleſſings of light. 


Then cold as it is, we'll be thankful for home, 
To the ſocial fire fide we'l reſort, 


And defy all the cares that to-morrow may come, 
With a catch and a bumper of port. 


We'll forget for one evening that mankind are knaves, 25 
The ſordid adorers of pelt; 


That our friend with whatever grimace be behaver, 
Is only concern'd for himſelf; 


That the beggar we feed, from, our ſorrow will fly, | 
Exulting they are not his own; 30 


But we'll never forget, that ere long we muſt Gay 
And aufges for all we have done. 


Dur liſe is but at beſt a long winter day, 


Hope, at morn blows the bloſſom of joy, 
But the blaſt of misfortune ſoon ſweeps it away, 35 
Or poſſeſſion compells us to cloy, | | 


Tis thus the poor maid whoſe too ſenſible heart, 
Diſſolves in the frenzy of love; 


t © The Crar baniſhes you to 2 town under the Pole, and his 
ſublime generoſity allows you twopence a-day.” 


VoLTaire's Hiſtory of Ruſſia, 
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Will ſcorn to be told ber adorer has art. 
And the worſt of all tyrants may prove. 


The fond aged father, who lives but to form 
The mind of his favourite heir, 

Sees the demon Ingratitude treble the ſtorm, 
And tear down his laſt fence from deſpair. 


The hard hearted landlord who racks every ſcheme, 
His unhappy dependents to fleece, 

Will find with confuſion, he plays the wrong game, 
For guilt is a ſtranger to peace. 


Infallible Johnſon whoſe laws we now hear, 
With the reverence due to his name, 7 
At his trade had ſpent many a comfortleſs year, 
E're he crawl'd to the ſummit of fame, 


And though, when for want of a ſhilling diftreſs'd, 
They would ſcarce let him enter their door; 

The patrons of verſe are now forward to feaſt, 
The bard they negleRed before. 


Poor Chatterton taught by each eloquent muſe, 
With pity to moiſten the eye 

Preſum'd his admirers would bluſh to refuſe 
Unfortunate worth ſome ſupply. 


But a ſage moral author deny'd with diſdain, 
The requeſt of the marvellous boy; | 
For petrified pedants are proud to explain, 
The pleaſures they dare not enjoy. 


Had the forger been born to five thouſand a- year, 
Pee viſh Walpole had echo'd his name; 
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And ſummon' d all England with raptures to bear, 
This victim of hunger and fame, * 


But he who wants money will always want ſenſe, 
In the grovelling eſteem of the craud, 


And he who is amply provided with pence, 
Of happineſs needs not be proud. 


Since all ranks and ages alike muſt prepare, 
For a courſe in adverſity" s ſchool; 

And that giddy novice who never was there, 
Till then, muſt continue a fool. 


The full flowing bowl may inſpire us to brave 
Rude winter" s peſtiferous breath, , 


— for his condudt, has boca coldty receiv 
ed by the public ; but, the proper apology is, that not one perſon 
in twenty would have behaved better. The. ſtory may be ſhortly 
ſtated thus. The ſon of a poor widow under indentures to an at- 
torney, employs his leiſure time in literary purſuits. Feeling with- 
in himſelf the germ of genius, and perhaps of generoſity, he forms © 
a plauſible ſcheme of applying for that protection ſo eſſential to ſuc- 
ceſs, to a quarter where a young man unacquainted with the world 
would have been moſt likely to expect it. Mr Walpole, himſelf, 
an admirable writer, and a judge of taſte above exception, reads 
over the verſes; and in the paper referred to, pronounces Chatter- 
ton to have poſſeſſed abilities of an aſtoniſhing magnitude. But, 
what anſwer does he give to the poor widow's ſon? © I can do 
nothing to ſerve you.” Such is the reception that dependent me- 
rit may always expect to meet with, till chance, or perhaps im- 
pudence, has buoyed it into notice, and then the great patronize 
from vanity. 


This boy died under the age of ſeventeen; and he is now become , 


the topic of many heavy volumes. His fate affords a remarkable 
evidence of the juſtice of E 
and eighth articles in this Collection. 
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But who ſhall bright morning ariſe in the grave,” 
And burſt the dark priſon of death. 


| The ſnow will ſoon melt and the ſummer return, X 


And the lambkins will baſk in the fold ; 


But when ſhall each breaſt with benevolence bufn, 


And charity bluſh to 'be cold? 


Yet the man who enjoyidg a generous. tcar 
Neglects not his partner in woe, | 


Shall be amply repaid for his tenderneſs here, 


With all which kind Heaven can beſtow.? - 


And who can imagine what Infinite Love 
Has reſerv'd in the world for to come, 


No Columbus returns from the regions above, ' 


And Shakeſpeare lies mute in his tomb. 
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IMITATED. 


To lively Horace we allow, 
The human heart was known ; 

And each of us, he ſays, -purſue 
Some caprice of our own. 


One never thinks a horſe too dear, 
Whatever ſum he coſt ; 

And ſcorns to halt in his career 
Till every farthing's loſt. 


Another on his gallant cocks 
Will yenture an eſtate, \ 


[ 7 ] 


While a third cully cogs the box, 
And dice decide his fate. 


The parrot of the ſtage aſpires 

To entertain the pit ; 

The punſter in a huff retires | 15 
When you decline his wit. | 


But all the bullion of Peru, 
Would hardly make him fly 

Through fire and blood with Rodney's. e. 

To vanquiſh or to- die. 


The ſmuggler, when a tempeſt blows, 
Is happy to retreat 

Commends a farmer's life, and goes 
To view his country ſeat. 


But when the hurricane is o'er, 
Repairs his ſhatter'd ſhip 
Can ruſt in idleneſs no more, 


And ruſhes on the deep. 


l | 


Another with ferocious joy, 1 | 
The din of battle hears ; . 1228 

And flies impatient to deſtroy, | 
Nor minds his mother's tears. 


Monſieur, we notice in his look, 
Would always dance and caper ; 

The parſon, for the paſtry cook 35 
Prints mountains of waſte paper. 


And each of theſe good folks deſpiſe 
£'Th : 


. The foibles of the reſt; 
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Preſume themſelves ſupremely wiſe; 
Their neighbours but a jeſt. 49 


Thus, in the Parliament you bawl, 
Which is but loſing time; 
And wonder I pretend to ſcrawl 
Such quantities of rhyme. * 


HORACE, LIB. I. ODE II. 


IMITATED. 


—Q = _= 
* 


WRITTEN IN JANUARY 1784. 


Sven dreadful ſhowers of hail and ſnow 
Have uſher'd in the preſent year, 
Such ſtorms above, and floods below, 
That pious folks began to fear | 
All Nature would have gone to wrack, 3 
And Noah's days were coming back. 
It muſt have been an awſul ſight 
To ſee another ark begun; 
The clumſy oſtrich take her flight, 
And elephants from India run | 0 ol 
To Calais; and, from thence to Dover, 
With the firſt ferry-boat fly over; 


And then how queer to ſee them all 
Parading on the banks of 'Thames ; 


Another Imitation of this Ode has already been inſerted, but 
the two articles have ſo little reſemblance, that the latter cannot be 
regarded as a repetition. 


T 
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The rat, rhinoceros, jackall, | 

10 So ready when they heard their names; 
The ſtag and panther ſkipping near, 

And ſheep, no wolf attempts to tear. 


And now, ſuppoſe the deluge come, 
The ſcaly monſters leave the ſea, 29 | 
Along our lovely meadows roam, 
The ſhark entangled in a tree; 
And, where a Chatham fir'd the ſoul, 


— -  _ — — 
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Their ſlimy bulk the dolphins roll: 
Where a plump Alderman of old, 25 
His turtle and roaſt beef took in, 
The hippopotamus makes bold, : 


For provender to give a grin ; 
In ſearch of herrings while the whale - 
A Premier's country ſeat ſhall ſcale. 30 


r . ³˙ o—_—_ 


And, ſure, if any former nation 

Has ever met with ſuch a doom, 

Well may the preſent generation 

Be looking for a wat' ry tomb: 
Methuſalem's though woeful times, | 35 
Were ignorant of half our crimes. 


wo 


Our bankrupt ſons will hear, with ſhame, 
The bitter tale of Engliſh glory, 
and, while our debts, enſure our fame, 
Sincerely curſe both Whig and Tory; 46 
And pity aud deſpiſe the quarrels,  . 10 bred 
Which coſt ſo dear for North and Charles. 


10 


But what expedient ſhall we tig 
* To tear us from the jaws of ruin ? 
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While their blue boſom hid the bending ſæy; 14 


And every blaſt beſpoke defeating death. 
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Alas! what patriot can deny, '_ 14 1 
His zeal promoted our undoing. | 
One party made all mankind foes, 
The other triumph'd in our woes. 


Let Pitt remove each rotten borough, 
And lay the land-tax fairly on, 1 30 
Raiſe Bengal from her preſent ſorrow, 
For Ireland's injuries atone, 1 
And then all Europe ſhall ain, 
This youth tranſcends his father's fame!“ 


"HORACE, LIB. I. ODE III. 
— 1 Langl 
Fd ntrrarxn. 


0 SH1P, thou bearer of my better A | 
The man whoſe frriendſhip long has fix'd my heart ; 
Hear, if thou canſt, his abſence how I mourn, 
And grant my friend a fortunate return. 


And may kind Fate protect and ſhelter thee, © 5 


From all the perils of the raging ſea; eo 
Where winds and waves inceſſant ſtorm and r N 
And thouſands hourly ſink to riſe no more. 

And ſure his heart was ſheath'd in threefold braſs, 


Who firſt preſum'd the frowning deep to paſs; 10 
Who puſh'd his leaky pinnace from the ſtrand, ' 1 
Forc'd his faint crew to quit the fight of land. A 


And, on his keel, acroſithe'billows fly, . 
Each trembling plank ſcarce ſtemm'd the ſtream beneath 


What form of danger needs his ſoul affright, 
Who reſts his honeſt pride on acting right? 


iſs, 


Ml 
eneath, 


L 71 


He knows that life, at beſt, is but a ſtorm, 
That ſome foul ſqualls the fineſt day deform; 20 
He knows a generous Judge ſurveys him here 
Who tries his fav'rites by a fate ſevere; f | 
In vain the tempeſt howls, the waves gre broke, 
Collected in himſelf he meets the ſhock; 
Secure alike below the burning zone, © 25 
And where grim Winter graſps a world his own; 
Where ancient Night extends her ſtill e- n 
And blaſted vegetation buds in vain. 
With what a ſhock the froſt-bound ocean rends, 
When through the arctie night the long loſt ſun aſcends. 30 
The bleak hills hear- the diſtant echo riſe, A 
The veſſels ſhatter, and the ſeamen's cries; 
The cloud topt fragments cleave-the foaming flood, 
The ruins craſh, the ſeals are bath'd in blood ; 
How loud, how terrible the ſurges ſweep, | 35 
While the huge whales plunge trembling down the __ 
Not all this hoard of dangers, can reſtrain, 
Raſh man from roving oer the riſted main. 
The barriers fixd by Fate we dare defy, | 
And court the vengeance of that horrid ſky. tat 
As if wide ocean gave too little room; | 
We proudly try to pierce the polar gloom, 
To bathe its bulky monſters in their blood, 
And ſrom its wretched ſons to force their wretched food. 
In vain-Almighty Goodneſs had deſign'd, 45 
The ſea to check the quarrels of mankind ; | 
The broad Atlantic ſtops our arms no more, 
And guiltleſs blood now ſmokes on every ſhore. 
olumbus firſt, and Gama led the way, 
And waſted empires all their toil repay; 350 


* The number of the poor inhabitants of Greenland is daily di- 
niſhing, in conſequence of the deſtruction of their marine ani- 
by adventurers from happier climates. See Goldſmith's Na- 

A Hiſtory, Vol. IV. p.'182. 
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Who has not heard what more than wonted crimes 
Hlave damn'd our conqueſts in the weſtern elimes. 

Let bluſhing Hiſtory with tears atteſt, 

That Cuba's ſons were once completely bleſt; * 

Unknown to care, they dane d their time away, 

And every wiſh was innocent and gay. 

But when our pirates on their coaſt appear'd, 

And Murther's cty the belpleſs victims heard, 
Then welcome death allow'd a quick releaſe, 

The new made wilderneſs was huſh'd to peace, 
ITbe proud oppreſſor ſheath'd his recking blade, 
And Rapine mourn'd the waſte herſelf had made. 
Nor let old England with abſurd; diſdain, 

For deeds like theſe inſult, atrocious-Spain; 
Since, in the taſk of ſcourging human kind, 

Calm Truth can hardly rank us far behind. 

Our monks like theirs have lighted many a fire, | 
Where holy fools were eager to expire; 

Like them we trembled at a tyrant's frown, 
Till daring Hampden tore the puppet down. 

See! every tie of faith and mercy broke, 
IIl-fated Bengal bleed beneath our yoke, 

Its ample ſpoils impell us to renew 

The dreadful ſcenes once acted in Peru, * 
Whatever baſeneſs can degrade mankind, . 
Whatever Cade or Gataline deſign'd, 

Whatever outrage Rome's red ſtreets deform'd, 
When Sylla rul'd her, or when Bourbon ſftorm'd, 
Whatever Timur did to win a throne, 

Or faith-defending Harry would have done, bo 


Colonel Alexander Dow, an author of uncommon merit 1. 
firms, that between the years 176; and 1771, the province of Be 
gal alone had loſt five or ſix millions of inhabitants. Since this 
Note was written n 
a 
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All ſeems but nothing in our poliſh'd times, 
Nor can our ſons eclipſe our preſent crimes, 
But ſoon the hapleſs Indian faw repaid 
The wrongs of thoſe who chas'd him from his ſhades 
A new diſeaſe invades the fount of joy; 85 
And ſcorching ſuns the tyrant race deſtroy. 
With all the riches Potoſi can boaſt, 
Who few return from that polluted coaſt. 
The planter ſhrivels in the prime of life, 
The injur'd negroe aims his deadly knife; go 
Here wille a tertian defolates around, 
And Pain's laſt pangs, poor human pride confound, 
Lo! there contending elements conſpire, 
Each black cloud burſting in a ſheet of fire; 
And earth and ocean as diſſolving rend, 95 
While guilty cities down the galf deſcend. | 
And ſure ſince heaven is juſt, the weſtern fkies 
Shall fee, ere long, fome Spartacus ariſe, 
o bid our flaves the Chriſtian yoke diſown, | 
And ſeize the land they labour as their own; 100 
Behold the Hero burſt Oppreſſion's bands, 
The blood of ruffians reeking on his hands; 
Hark how he echoes Freedom's honour'd name, 
And boaſts how vict'ry vindicates his claim. 
See round their chief the jetty nation throngs, 105 
What horrid vengeance anſwers all their wrongs. 2 
Extermination ſteeps the trembling ſhore, 
Furopa's robbers lift the laſh no more. 
Vindictive Juſtice fweeps the race away, 
Our toil of ages periſh'd in a day. 119 
Nothing ſo wild which man will fear to try, 
From pole to pole in ſearch of gold we fly; 
Nor even contented to ſurround the globe, 
Remoteſt ocean of her ſpoils we rob. 
* The Diving Bell and other late diſcoveries are pointed at; which, 
s they are familiar to every body it would be needleſs to recite. 
X 


And leaving eagles in their flight behind, 


When I am ſick, you ſagely wonder 
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Fearleſs we range below her gloomy deeps, 115 
Where the keen ſhark through purple ſlaughter ſweeps; 


We ſoar above them on the ſwelling wind. 

We teach reſiſtleſs lightning where to fly, 

Nor dread to drown the thunders of the ſæy; 120 
We tell cold Saturn's diſtance from the Sun, 

We count what orbs around his center run; 

We meaſure all the ſkies, ſome ajr baloon 

One day, who knows, may land us in the moon. 

We long ſince ventur'd with indecent ſkill, 08 
To trace the height of every lunar hill. 

Our daring crimes the Deity offend, 

Well might his thunder op our heads deſcend; 

Our folly yet inclines him to forgive, 

The Judge of nature pities and we live. 130 


THE MONITOR. 


* 


Wrrn Spartan patience you can bear 2 
The progreſs of another's pain, 

Repel my head-ach with a ſneer, 
And count my fractures with diſdain, . 


But when the caſe becomes your own, - 
You feel *tis quite a harder ſtory; 
'The Hero, by a ball o'erthrown, 
To heal his limbs would loſe his glory. 


oY 


My heart ſhould turn at flops and pills; 10 
My ſon expires—you bawl like thunder, 5 
That death is but the leaſt of ills. 


N 
15 When Beauty bids my boſom ſigh, | 
3 You preach that Beauty is but duſt; 
Some Hector's courage when I try, | 
You tell me where, and hoy, to thruſt. 


_ - — 
— —— 


15 | 


120 The quack may ſmile to give injections, | 
Poltroons inform us how to fight, { 
On death your Vicar eke reflections, 


A balmy kiſs the Book-worm flight. 26 


12; o lecture, carp, and criticiſe, 
Is fine amuſement for a fool; 
But, though the weakeſt may adviſe, 


No wiſe man always walks by rule. 
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ON SHAKESPEARE. 


130 


| 


Et patriæ Decus et voluptas, 
Ni Gratie te plus oculis ament, 
Ni te camenæ plus oculis ament, | 
Nec Gratias gratas, nec ipſas 
Ehe rear lepidas Camenas. ai g 
BUCHANAN» 
nor' ER attempts like Shakeſpeare to compoſe, 
Sball certainly his time and labour loſe; 
ike thoſe unwary fops who once, we know, 
lay d to bend their abſent Monarch's bow, * 
This mighty Poet every key can hit, 5 
ſe in the hero, rally in the wit; 
ich various particle of man has read, 
from the proud palace to the peaceful ſhed; 
d ſtill the paſſing ſcene ſupports ſo well, 
ſou think 'tis there his talent muſt excel. 10 
* Vid, Homet, 5 
Kij 
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When the wrong'd Moor invokes his murder'd wife; 
When doughty Falſtaff runs to ſave his life; 
- When honeſt Brutus pleads the cauſe of Rome, 

And midnight hags foretel Macbeth his doom; 
When lively Benedict at marriage ſneers, 

And poor Ophelia fills your eye with tears; 
When ſimple Timon finds himſelf too fond, 
And Shylock claims the forfeit of his bond; 
When moralizing Jacques ſends forth a ſigh, 
And gay Mercutio lets his ſallies fly; 
Deſdemona recites her virgin vows, 

And arch Petruchio tames his rampant ſpouſe ; 
When bloody Richard trembles at his dreams, 
And Wolſey reads the wreck of all his ſchemes; 
When John would hint what Hubert ſhould perform, 2; 
And houſeleſs Lear raves amidft the ſtorm ; 
In what a blaze of eloquence he ſhines ! 
How reaſon opens, how the heart refines | 
When Antony, with more than magic ſkill, 
Compells the mob to weep o'er Caeſar's will 3 30 
When the proud Welchman, by his ally croſt, 
Of ſpells and prodigies pretends to boaſt ; 
The ſword of Douglas vindicates his name, 
And dying Warwick points the path to fame! 
In every page, we never fail to find 3 
Inimitable pictures of mankind. \ 

When Quickly's rambling tongue attempts * ſay, 
How falſe Sir John had fix'd their wedding-day; 
When the old Ruffian, in a Strumpet's arms, 
On Vice and Folly ſquanders all his charms ; 47 
When Poins and Harry are compell'd to hear 
What Puppies, in his judgment, they appear ; 
When Hal's attack the bold Diflembler turns, 
And virtuous Tearſheet her plump pigeon ſpurns, 
Parolles braves the laſh of public ſcorn, | 45 
And frantic Ford holds up the fancy'd horn ; : 


— 


we 


15 


N, 25 


ay, 
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From Hotſpur, Troilus, Hamlet, Romeo, down 
To the dull. Juſtice and the gibing Clown; 
From the ſtern victor at the Volſcian gate, 
To Grumio's antics, and Malvolio's prate; 30 
What vary'd features does his pencil yield? 
Puns in the bagnio, thunders o'er the field; 
What brilliant tints of character combine! 
How loudly Nature ſpeaks in every line! 
When Ajax murmurs, Therſites reviles, 55 
Grave Henry lectures, frank Mencnius ſmiles, 4 
When Iſabella kneels, pert Lucio lies, 
And ſad Conſtantia for her Arthur cries, 
When Bottom ſpouts, e and Buckingham diſplays | 
Th' uſurper's birth-right in a peal of praiſe, 3 
The blunt abruptneſs of the hardy Greek, 
The ſhrewd poltroon with blows compell'd to ſpeak, 
The Monarch chearful till bis reign began, 
The forward, gay, facetious, old man, 
The modeſt, eloquent, unhappy maid, | 65 
The pleaſing coxcomb by his chat betray d, 
The bloekhead's ignorance, the mother's pangs; 
The monk's chill comfort, the ſtate-quack's harangues, 
All in ſucceflive viſion ſeem to riſe, * 
Each chaſte original arreſts our eyes: . 270 
A burſt ſo ſplendid dazzles human thought, : 
And, in his phantoms, Shakeſpeare is forgot. 
Down Fancy's torrent vanquiſh'd Reaſon glides, 
Grief melts our bofoms, Laughter aches our ſides; 


While pathos, truth, propriety, and art, _ 75 


Strike blank amazement through the coldeſt heart. 
What centuries of rhyming ſball have rall'd, 
What crouds of Rowes and Congreves fate unfold, 
A ſecond Shakeſpeare ere the world behold. 


* The plan of the Rehearſal is borrowed 2 


circumſtance which ſeems to have eſcaped the whole hot of his 
Commentators. T v7; 
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VERSES ON FRIENDSHIP. 


INSCRIBED TO A p**®, ESQUIRE, 
_— 
Gaudes carminibus : carmina poſſumus 
Donare, et pretium dicere muneri. 


non. 
Kain Sir, you once deſir'd to ſee 
A ſpecimen of verſe from me; 
And though I rather might have choſe 
To give my ſentiments in proſe, ö 
Let ſince, with many more in town, 8 
; Your tender goodneſs I muſt own ; 
Which neither length of time can tire, 
Nor all the favours fools require, 
From wit, that like a ruſh-light ſhines, 
Accept theſe humble hobbling lines. 10 
The Muſe would rather mount her hearſe, 
Than ſtrut, like Thomſon, through blank verſe; 
For, if ſhe may your taſte oppoſe, 
"Tis ſometimes neither verſe nor proſe; | 
Nor dares ſhe; in Pindaric lays, _ 15 
To publiſh her preceptor's praiſe, 
She knows you pity and deſpiſe 
Bombaſt adulatory lies: , _ 
And conſcious that you hear with pain 
Poor penſion'd Warton's woeful ſtrain; _ 20 
That not a couplet will go down, 
But naked ſterling truth alone; ;, 
That not a hint will be allow'd 
Of all the talents Fate beſtow'd; | | 
In ſhort, that; ſhould I looſe my heart, 25 
Malice might ſay, tis all but art; * 
I'm forc'd to whiſper inter nos, 
Melpomene is at a loſs. 


10 


15 


25 
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She dares not tell e' en what is true, 
Or give your virtues half their due. 
And, if ſhe has not room to play, 
What can your luckleſs Laureat ſay. 
We'll venture, as the ſafeſt ſhift, 
To imitate immortal Swift ; . 
Put on the plainneſs of his ſtyle, 
And try, perhaps, to raiſe a ſmile; 
And ſince his Worſhip was by nature 
Leſs plentiful of praiſe than ſatire, 
And made it his unvaried courſe 
To ſcourge the world without remorſe, 
We'll in the progreſs of our ditty 
Expoſe that wretch to ſcorn and pity, © 
Who would not give a groat's deduction 
To ſave his debtor from deſtruction. 
But of yourſelf we'll ſay no more 
Than all the world have ſaid before, 
And coldly, as it were in jeſt; 
Some happier pen ſhall tell the reſt, 
Deſcend great ſhade! and Oh! inſpire 
My boſom with thy matchleſs fire, 
Thy wit ſevere, thy fancy ſtrong, 
Thy common ſenſe to point my ſong; 
And with thee bring the Ladies nine, 
To poliſh each majeſtic line. 
Let“ proper words in proper places”* 
Supply the want of higher Graces. 
Our invocation thus perform'd, 
The outworks of Parnaſſus ſtorm'd ; 
Apollo's poney climbs it's height, 
And mounts like Maſon out of fight ! 
Ye planets pauſe ! Ye ſyſtems bend ! 
While we above your ſpheres aſcend! 


Dr Swift gave this definition of a correct ſtyle. 
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Soon ſhall ye hear ſo ſweet a ſong, 
Your orbits will not hold you long. 
. Your vaineſt bigot needs not ſmile 65 
To hear me talk in ſuch a ſtyle. 
Ye cannot have forgot when Young 
On Friendſhip, and Philander ſung. | 
Your Serapbs liſten'd with amaze, 
And fairly yielded up the bays.* 1 
The learned Philofophic Sages, 
Who wrote and ſtarv'd/inr ancient ages, 
Were wond'rous proud to ſay and ſing. 
What pleaſures from true Friendſhip ſpring} 
That they alone, of all mankind, 75 
The road to liappineſs could find; 
That he who plays a generous part, 
And wins one ſympathizing heart, 
O'er all the world ſupremely bleſt, 
In calm felicity may reſt. 89 
This doctrine all our Bards avow, | 


And * tis adopted, Sir, by you. 


K e 


note, which is inſerted verbatim. 

« Your panegyric on Dr Voung, may admit of much abatement. 
« From the works of this fingle author only, materials might be 
« furniſhed for a ſecond rEHEArSAL, The following paſſage, for 
« example, is perhaps the moſt nonſenſical in the Engliſh language. 
« Alonzo addreſſing Leonora, cries out 


| « Thoſe eyes which tell us what the ſun is made of! 
« 'Thoſe lips whoſe touch is to be bought with life ! 
«< Thoſe heaps of driven ſnow which ſeen are felt! 8. 


« T have been prefent mote than once in a London theatre, during 
che performance of the RzvEtxce, and I have heard this enor- 
« mous jargon, when embelliſhed by a proper accent and action, 
„ receive the molt. unbounded applauſe from every corner of de 
« bouſe,* - 
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The man who never ow'd a ſhilling, 1 
May truſt theſe viſions, if he's willing; Do 
65 And fancy thoſe who toaſt the glaſs, 8 
To her they think his fav'rite laſs, 
Who echo every thing he ſays, 
And ſweat him with inſipid praiſe; 
Who fly to hail him in the ſtreet, 
And bow profoundly when they meet; 90 
That ſuch alone, of all the croud, | 
Would ſpill for him their deareſt blood; 
His page with treble raptures read, 
And ſell their ſhirts to buy him bread. 
Yes! were he humbled in the duſt, | 95 
His friends to merit would be juſt, 
Rejoice with him to ſhare a throne, 
Nor think their empire leſs their own. 
He never knew the power of pelf, 
8s He deems them ſerious like himſelf; I00 

He cannot gueſs (good honeſt man !) 

Lach ſycophant's perfidious plan. 0 

To-day, the one a ſum would borrow; 
owing The next expects a place to-morrow ; - 

And if, kind Sir, you'll ſend a letter, 105 
ment. © His Lordſhip is, we know, your debtor ; | 
ght be And would not for a thouſand pounds 
ze, for WF © Tempt you to advertiſe his grounds; 
guage, Or ſell that ſplendid houſe in town, | 

It's owner cannot call his own.” 110 

And thus it is the matter goes; 

Lach ſuitor leads him by the noſe. 

A club, to ſerve their dirty ends, 

Preſume to call themſelves his friends; 
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during I mough well ſupplied with ſenſe and learning, 115 
Hg Candour prevents him from diſcerning 
of the Lach little, mean, inſidious art, 

dat faps the fortreſs of his heart; 


L 
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But when the darling point is gain'd, 
"Tis like, his viſits are diſdain'd; 
And thoſe eternal friends, alack ! 
Find ſome pretence to turn their back; 
For men who have moſt meanly bended 
Are always worſt, when once aſcended. 

Another ſet ſucceed to theſe, x 
And ſtudy every trick to pleaſe; 
But ſtill ſome accident attends, 
To ſcatter or fatigue his friends; 
And ere the prime of life be paſt, 
He ſees that all are knaves at laſt; 
His finer feelings are exhauſted, + 
And his good heart is quite diſguſted. 
He ſmiles at Friendſhip as abſurd, 
And bluſhes at the very word. 

Forgive your Bard this boyiſh crime 
Of telling all his thoughts in rhyme, 
Proteſting that the piQure's true, 
And owning, he remember'd you. 
Not all the candour you poſſeſs, 
Not all that fond deſire to bleſs, 
That zeal to publiſh worth unknown, 
And blaze all merit but your own, 
Should Fortune ſnatch her gifts away, 
Could fave you many a diſmal day; 
The warmeſt friend would ſoon grow cold, 
The wiſeſt wiſh to ſave his gold, 
And all the poor dependent eroud 
Lament they could not do you good; 
With ſerious anguiſh hear you mourn, + 
And leave you, never to return. 
Authors would ſeldom croſs your gate, 
They leave Misfortune to her fate. 
We read the labours of the pen, 
And think them more 22 — men; 


14 


150 
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But ſad Experience bids us ſay, ' © 
120 They're only form'd of vulgar clay. 
WH Whate'er a pedant may pretend. + 
Iſcariot prov'd a better friend; 
Tis quite a vulgar thing to feel, 
125 The cant of © theſe degenerate days, 
Is but a poor unmeaning phraſe z , 
For knaves at preſent do no more 
Than what their fathers did before. 
A man whoſe mind is amply fraught 
1508 With all which Greece and Rome have taught, 
Muſt know what Socrates deferv'd, 
And how his ſhoulders would have ſtary'd, 
Had not the poor Profeſſor ſpoke, - | 
| And begg'd his pupils for a.cloak. - 
And can you ſtill ſuppoſe pen ens 
Superior to all little ends? 
The ſhrewdeſt man Apollo knew 
Could only find. a ſcoundrel crew; 
And can we in the living race 
140 i Sublimer, ſofter, feelings trace. 
tue preſent age are juſt the ſame, 
True to the ſtock from which they came. 
The vulgar, timid, ſelfiſh mind. 
Forms the great herd of human kind; 
The reſt are only beaſts of prey, 
More ſavage and more vile than they, 
And thus, my unſuſpecting friend, 
You ſee where common friendſhips. end. 
Caprice and accident, conſpire 
To light up an eternal fire. 
The farthing-candle burns, no doubt, 
Till pride or int'reſt puffs it out:; 
And then each friend begins to wonder 


How he committed ſuch a blunder; 1. 
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Perceives how little love he had, 


And ſees his neighbour juſt as bad. 
Twould take a Lapland ſummer's day, 
To ſum up all that each can ſay. 

Such unions nothing will produce, 

But envy, malice, and abuſe. * 
The novice, eager to impart 


His wiſhes to ſome ſocial heart, 


An hundred chances runs to one 

Of having all his ſecrets blown. 
Cant then of Friendſhip as they will, 
Mortals are only mortals till; 

A motley maſs of contradictions, 


Their friendſhips merely traps and fictions ; 


For, in a thouſand, ſeldom one 
Is built in love and truth alone. 
This, Solomon himſelf hath ſaid, 
Who, no doubt, very dearly pak” 
For all the ſterling force of thonaht” 
That ſparkles through each line he wrote. 

Oh! Friendſhip thy unfading charms + 
Awake my ſoul to ſweet alarms: 
The loudeſt racket Folly raiſes, 
Is all too frigid for thy praiſes. '- 

At four-and-twenty, I believe 

What leſſer fools at ten perceive; 
That every wiſe man thinks and cares 
For nothing but bis own affairs, 
And fancies it moſt fooliſh labour 


To ſave from want a ſinking Boer, 4% 
Unleſs he can, without delay, TE 


With twice-its worth his aid repay. 
This rule, admitting no exceptions, 
Includes all ranks and all deſcriptions 
Though, once in ninety' thouſand years, 
A Garrick or a'Quin appears. 
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Did my experience but atteſt 
That all theſe murmurs were a jeſt; 
That every heart was ſond and true, 
That every friend reſembled you; 1 24 
Then ſhould I, in the Laureate's phraſe, 
Fill every line with luſcious praiſe, | 
And ſing up pedants to the ſkies, 
For all thoſe virtues they deſpiſe. 

May Heav'n forbid, you e'er depend 
Upon the promiſe of a friend; 
For if you do not need his aid, 
Or, if he's certain he'll be paid, 
At half a nod, behold him fly, 
For you he lives, for you he'll die! ; 
But ſhould you drop the word Subſsftence, 
A ſurly, cold, forbidding diſtance 427 
Denotes that you muſt lick his ſpittle; 


That he is great, and you are little: 


And then you ſee, too late, indeed, 

His Friendſhip juſt a broken reed! 

A thouſand times you muſt have known 

A caſe like this, though not your o]nn _ 
Then how can one forbear to laſh 

Theſe mean, deteſted, ſordid trad, 

I am not talking of the mob. 55 
Whom want impells to ſteal ana oy 
No! I am fpeaking of their betters, 

Of men of taſte, and men of letters, 

Of men who honour their high ſtations, 
Whoſe works extends the fame of nations, 
Who Virgil's verſes would admire, . 
And let him in a jail expire 3 
(As fifty Bards have done deldeh „ 3 
And then his woeful end deplore. 

And if, perhaps, my credit fail, 


Turn over the laborious Bayl em: 
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Remark what monſters croud his pages, 
All Claſſics of enlightened ages! 
The beſt of us have many a fault, 26; 


And act but ſaldom as we ought; 


Yet, if our planet be poſſeſs'd 

Of one ſublimely generous breaſt, 

A friend who really feels your grief, 

Who, when he can, will lend relicf; 270 
A friend, who, like immortal Quin, 

Will free you from the turnkey's gin, 

And ſtrialy charge you not to tell . 

That he (poor ſoul !) has acted well; 

In ranging forty ſyſtems round, 275 
If fuch a wonder ſhall be found, 

The conſcious Muſe could gueſs his name, 

But modeſt worth deſpiſes fame, 


CCC 


ON THE VANITY OF AMBITION. 
| —— r 


Pol magis fapiſet,  dormuiſſe dom: 


PLAVTUS, 


Tux horſe, when well ſupply'd with corn and hay, 
With patience bears the labours of the day; 

At his hard lot he never onoe repines, 

Nor pants to know what Providence defigns ; 

And, after all the wiſe pretend ro ſec, 5 
Perhaps our nags know juſt ag well as we. | 
The dog is happy when his paunch is fulf, 

No phantoms of ambition plague his ſkull ; 

To ſerve his owner, modeſtly content 

He reaps the raptures of a lite well ſpent. 10 
Puſs, killing rats, exults through every vein, 

Nor lets the longitude derange her brain. 
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The rat entrenching in a rotten cheeſe, 


No higher happineſs or ſeeks or ſees. 
In ſhort, all animals but reſtleſs man, 
Are pretty well content with Nature's plan; 
And though with ills they ſtand inceſſant ſtriſe, 
Yet never in contempt relinquiſh life. 
And we, inheriting a ſoul divine! 
Above blind Inſtin& certainly ſhould ſhine ; 
But Regſon- only makes us greater fools, - 
We're conſtantly at war with Reaſon's rules; 
Ten thouſand idle wants we madly make, 
And for each phantom put our all to ſtake. 
This frantic wiſh, for inſtance, fires the breaſt ; 
Each mortal would rejoice to rule the reſt. 
Had haughty Cæſar been content to keep 
In Alpine ſalitudes a herd of ſheep, 
More happy had he liv'd a humble fwain, 
Than when at Munda he recenquer'd Spain; 
Where Courage to Deſpair began to yield, 
And Chance beſtow'd the honours of the field. 
Or, was he bleſt when ſenates round him bow'd, 
And foes to his contempt their ſafety ow'd, 
When Tully's tongue was eager to obey, 
And Egypt's Syren mark'd him for her prey? 
Let all ſuch heirs of Glory, if they will, 
Determine either to be kd or kill. 
That mode of madneſs ſhall not eraek my head, 
My grand ambition is to die a-bed. | 
I care not what the Ruſſians are about, 
Nor whether France and Germany fall out, 
What tawny tyrant keeps the Moors in awe, 
What Tartar chief ſucceeds to Nadir Shaw; 
When by Japan the Pope ſhall be obey'd, 
Or all Amboyna on the Dutch repaid: 
England for me, ſhall never rule the main, 


| would not break one limb ten cat · ſæin ports to gain; 
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Nor quit the comforts of my kitchen fire, 

That gaping mobs my courage may admire. . 

That ſome vile Stateſmen, of his blood-hounds vain, 
May ſpread deſtruction through a freſh campaign, 
And bankrupt nations add an endleſs ſcore, 
To what both Indies could not pay before. 
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HORACE. LIB. I. ODE. IV. 
Go 8 <1 | 


T zz ſurly winter now has fled, + 

And ſmiling ſpring ſupplies his ſtead ; + 

The ſky diſſolves in gentle ſhowers, . 

And April paints the mead with flowers; 

No hoar- froſt in the dawn is ſeen, 

But lambs are leaping o'er the green. 

The farmer feels the cold retire, _ 

And quits in haſte his kitchen fire; 

Turns out his oxen from the ſtalls, 

And to the plow his ſervants calls. 

How beautiful the budding grove, - 

All nature melting into love. 

The linnet lines her little neſt, - 

With feathers from her tender breaſt. 

The wealthy bee is on the wing, 

To rifle all the roſy ſpring ; + 

While vegetation burſts around, 

And daiſes deck the teeming ground. 
At this ſweet ſeaſon, when I ſee 


My friend beneath ſome ſhady tree, Love 
Peruſing Dryden's claſſic page, 


Or tracing man through Shakeſpeare's ſtage, . 
When gen'rous Brutus acts his part, 


Or fond Ophelia pours her heart; . 
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While muſic ſwells along the ſky, © £58 

And rapture trembles in his eye; — 

'Tis then I bleſs my bumble fate, 

And pity all the pompous great; 

When can they catch an hour ſerene, | 

To taſte the joy of ſuch a ſcene. 39 
But, ah! his virtues will not ſave 

My Lucius from the ſilent grave 

Impartial Death one meſſage brings, 

To rich, and poor, to ſlaves, and kings. 

Life lends but very narrow ſcope, 35 

To the fond reveries of Hope; 

And when commited to the ſhroud, 

No modern mortal is allow'd, 

Though weeping worlds his abſence mourn, _ 

Like Hamlet's father to return. (, 99s 40 


—— —  ________ 
HORACE, LIB, I. ODE V, 


IMITATED, 


An! tell me, dear Pyrrha, what beautiful boy, 

This evening ſhall rifle theſe charms; 

Some jeſſamine arbour the ſcene of your joy, 
And E all in your arms! 


For whom are you combing your long jetty hair. 5 
So gracefully artleſs you dreſs; _ ; 

So tender a look! ſo bewitching an air! 
Admiration ſwells into diſtreſs, 


Your ſimple young fav rite, will fondly ſuppoſe, 
That he is the lord of your heart; 10 
But, when the ſeas frown, and the hurricane blows, 
With how much amaze ſhall he ſtart! 
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How happy the lovers who calmly defy 
The fair one they cannot eſteem, 
But yet, in the midſt of your ſcorn let me die, 
Ere I live to be frigid like them. | 


15 


HORACE LIB. I. ODE VI. 


IMITATED. 


Dran Harry you affect to wonder 

I never echo Rodney's name, 

And ſwell my ſang with blood and thunder, 
Since Horace would have done the ſame. 

The ſweet immortal Bard of Rome 
To ſing his heroes had a right, 

But never ſhall a wren preſumes ⸗ 

To emulate an eagle's flight, 


What muſe could elevate a verſe, 

To tell how Keppel ehas'd our foes? 
Homer had trembled to rehearſe 

The rival valour of the Howes! + 


And never, ſince the world began, 
Did ſo much wiſdom rule a ſtate, 
How deep and ſteady in each plan, 
How calm and decent in debate ! 


What generqus pity we diſplay'd 
When Rumbold was to be defended ! 
When North and Fox the ſceptre ſway'd, 
How wide our glory was extended! 
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'Tis true, their reign was very ſhort; 4; 
For which poſterity will mourn; | 
But 'tis a faſhion at the Court 
That every party riſe in turn! 


And every patriot of them all a 
Hath ſuch a fund of public ſpirit, | 30 
Bards to eternity might bawl; | 
And ſcarce do juſtice to their merit. - 


Then how can you ſuppoſe that I 
Should venture on ſo vaſt theme, a 

For ſome young beauty let me ſigh; * 35 
And pen a ballad to her fame. . 


HORACE, LEB I. ODE VIE. 


IMITATED;. 79 11 


Horace, in his enchanting lays, 
Old Tiber's praiſe proctaims 

And Denham happily diſplays 
The grandeur of his Fhanies. 


A thouſand ancient Bards have ſung 3 
The lovely Banks of Tweed, 

And winding Leven lately rung 
With Random's tuneful feed. 


And yet, methinks, my native ſtręam | 

Is far above the reſt; | 101 0 
ts diſtant beauties, like a dream, 
Are ruſhing on my breaſt. 
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| But why ſweet * * ſo fondly praiſe, 


Or why it's abſence.mourn ? 
Alas! our childhood's happy 17 85 
Are never to return. 


When Camoens, who, for hunger died, 


From India took his way; 
Thus, while their veſſel cut the tide, 
The Poet pour'd his lay. 


Though Fate allow mè once again 
Jo ſee my native ſhore; 

* Tis like the long-lamented ſeene 
„Shall know my name no more. 


A man ſo very poor; 


* Nor will the croud with raptures run 


His friendſhip to ſecure. _ 


In ſullen ſilence all agree, 
Or coldly condeſcend, 

* 'To hint they once admitted me 
© Their equal and their friend. 


& Then muſt I feel this humbling truth 
Strike heavy on my breaſt ; 


= . The fond attechmenta.oteud yourk - : 


Are nothing but a jeſt 


Nor would old Homer, if alive, 


& A kinder welcome meet; 


. But all his ſunſhine friends ſurvive 


Jo periſh in the ſtreet. 
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And yet, perhaps, a future age 
My k miſeries may hear; 


« And drop, while they peruſe my page, 
A fond though fruitleſs tear. : 


%. - 2 ; 4 * 
HORACE LIB. I. ODE VIII. - 
IMITATED. 
Dean Madam, you ruin your ſon 
By loving the youth to exceſs, 


For Billy of late hath begun 
To think upon nothing but dreſs. 


Laſt year he was learning at ſchool x | 5 
To gallop, to fence, and to ſwim; : 
But a ſword, and a horſe, and a pool; 

Have loſt their attractions for him: 

Laſt year he was hardy and bold. ; 

Now alter'd ſo far and ſo ſoon, - 10 
In December he ſhivers with cold, 

h ae eee 


No neee 
To plunge in the boſom of Thames, | 
With Rodney to conquer and bleed; 15 


* The pupil of Luxury claims. 
The Ladies are all his delight, 


The ſequel you certainly know ; 
His courage will ſoon take its flight, 
And the ſoldier be ſunk in the beau. 
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| | + Like you, tender Thetis of old 

7 Debas'd her invincible boy; 
| And petticoats, long, as we're told, 
| | Retarded the ruin of Troy. 

| ON FRUGALITY. 


— res attuB! quot autem ademi curas ! 
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| Few ills occur more frequently in life, If 

= Than ruin from the folly of a wife; Te 
| The wiſeſt of the ſex are rather vain, Hi 

| And ſolitude, and ſilence, give them pain; Na 

| They cannot read, nor think, nor ſtay at home, 5 Hi 

| In ſearch of ſcandal, fitks, and tea, they roam. Wi 
Their friends to viſit them in courſe return, Sile 
And then the candle at both ends.muſt burn ; But 
To pleaſe the company what haſte is made, Tre 
What noiſe, expence, and flutter, and parade. 10 For 
The viſitors are always very free, An 
In finding faults with eygry thing they ſe: ; You 
They ſhew their envy, though they call it taſte, Anc 
And teach your ſpouſe new leſſons how to waſte. As 
E "Tis ſtrange, that any man of common ſenſe, 15 The 
| | Permits his wife to drown him with expenee; rot 
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| And when, like moſt of us, he ſcarce can live, For 
| More than his own for idle toys to give, Whe 
x Why truſt his rudder in ſo weak u hand, * 
| Why not enjoy the pleaſures of command, 20 ut 
| Why thus reſign his native right to rule, | * N 
Es: Or, who ſhould ſympathize with ſuch a fool. + on 
| The coward who can bear this ſhameful plan, * 


| | Deſerves to loſe the title of a man 3, 
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The worſt effect muſt very ſeldom fail, 23 
Debt, and diſgrace, and hunger, and a jail; 
Nay, oft the victim hath reſolv'd to die, 
And cut the knot, he never could untie. 
Without frugality, we try in vain 


The dignity of riches to attain. "46 


It is not what we win, but what we ſave, 

That fits us future accidents to brave; 

And happy ſo far muſt that mortal be, 

Who feels himſelf from duns and debtors free, 

Who every bill can at an inſtant pay, . a 
Nor needs indulgence for a ſingle day. 

If 'tis the gentle reader's glorious fate, 

To find himſelf fo ſingularly great, 

His friends will floek around him in the ſtreet, 

Nay fawn upon his children when they meet: 45 
His faithful kin though forty times remov'd, N 
Will let him hear how tenderly he's lov'd. 

Silence when he harangues will ne'er be broke 

But every tongue repeat his pooreſt joke. 

Treat none, let prodigals and bankrupts treat, Zo 
For fools make feaſts that wiſer men may eat, 

And when you ſeem ſo frugal and ſo wiſe, 

Your credit with the world will daily riſe; 

And though you ſhould not wear ſo fine a coat 

As ſome vain coxcomb hardly worth a groat, - $5 
The public will have ſenſe enough to know, 

From what ſage thrift theſe marks of meanneſs flow. 

For wealth in tatters forces full reſpect, 

When gaudy Indigence excites neglect. 

My lord may live on a more ſplendid plan, 60 
But you who lend him caſh, are much the greater man; 
To you the petulant will ſmooth their ſtyle, | . 

Pedants be frank, and pride ſubmit to ſmile; 

The prieſt to pleaſe you will relax his creed, 

The ſanguine ſurgeon own he ſhould not bleed. 65 


— —— 2 
— — 


[ 96 ] 


And though your ſon 13012-2097 900% "RAIN 
And feel a juſt impatience for your purſe, . 

As each young ſquire turns felt by twenty-five 

If the old dog, his father, lags alive; 

Unleſs you fairly ſtrip yourſelf like Lear, 

One ſerious frown ſhall freeze his ſoul wich focry | 
The want of money keep his temper mild, 

And kings envy the fire of ſuch a child. | 
Good ſenſe muſt make him think what he's about, 
Nor ſpurn your orders till your breath is out. 


_ ON POPERY. 
2 — 

Ei indignum gealerats prefuit ara. * | 
N ovm. Ar 
How can a Catholic of common ſenſe | Le 
Believe ſalvation ſhall be bought with pence? By 
As if the Lord of Nature, like himſelf, Th. 
Could feel a pleaſure in collecting pelf. Bec 
The blindeſt eye may ſee the whole a jeſt. 1 
Contriv'd to glut the rapine of the prieſt ; Anc 
And the vaſt code, invented in their ſchools, Wh 
A'vulgar trap to catch the caſh of fools. And 
; 'Tis not, my Friend, by burning bulls and goats, Whe 
By ſhaving heads, and cutting human throats, il whe 


By kneeling at an altar, thrice a-day, 

Collecting ancient maids to hear him pray, 

By flaying of his back, rehearſing creeds, 

Refuſing roaſted beef, or counting beads, 

"Tis not by ſwearing that he'll want a wife, 

Clean beds and decent linen all his life 

"Tis not by building priſons to immure 

Young girls, and make them twenty deaths endure; 
Nor yet by kiſſing an old wooden poſt, 

The Pope's indulgence, or the wafer-hoſt; 


(9 ] 
That he who wrongs the poor ſhall purchaſe reſt, 
When conſcious guilt is throbbing in his breaſt. 
Let Tillotſon eke folios, ſince he will, 
To prove that wafers are but wafers ſtill; 
Preachers on ſuch a point, who rack their brain, 25 
Are ſcarce above the bigots they diſdain. . 
How vile the Sophiſts then who condeſcend, , 
Such rank and fatal folly to defend. 20 

We hope the riſing age may live to ſee 
That glorious day when Parſons ſhall agree: 30 
When Truth ſhall force one ſacrifice from Pride, 

By burning all the traſh on either {ide 
When every Nun ſhall burſt her priſon door, 
And Popery's laſt relic be no more.“ 

But though the conclave may have led us wrong, 35 
And kept the world in ignorance ſo long, 
Let us purſue the only path that's given, 

By which poor mortals may pretend to Heaven. 
That man who will not run bis Neighbours down, 
Becauſe their faith is diff” rent from his own; 49 
Who ſacred keeps his promiſe to a maid, 
And inly bluſhes till his debts are paid; 
Who, though a Lawyer, ſeruples at a lie, 
And, though a Surgeon, feels the Paticnt's ſigh; 
Who, if a Soldier, ſcorns to draw his blade 
10 8 When Smugglers quarrel, for ſome lawleſs trade; 
Bu, ſhould Oppreſſion trample on the Laws, 
I; proud to periſh in a Hampden's cauſe; 
Suppoſe there be ſome blunders in his creed, 
His fate, nor here, nor elſewhere, {hall he dread, 
1j Though Hecla's baſis burſt upon his head, 


* This article was written about eight years ago, and fince that 
time it is pleaſing to obſerve how far the French nation, and the 
2 SIGNS naman, ave manned in airs 
cing this event, 
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HORACE, LIB. I. ODE. XI, 


— — — 
o 


| IMITATED, 


Ir is not fit that you or I 

Should know the period when we'll die; 
But then your Ladyſhip, it ſeems, 
Expects to learn it by your dreams. 

All men of eommon ſenſe diſdain 

Theſe idle viſions of the brain; 

Much better the complaint endure 


Than crack your head with ſuch a cure. 


"Tis little odds to me, or you, 


| (As all our n Divines allow) 


How many winters intervene, 

Or if this preſent cloſe the ſcene. 

Since he whoſe goodneſs guides the whole 
Will find new quarters for the ſoul; 

And who would with to linger here, 
Where every day demands a tear? 

; Pretend no longer, if you're wiſe, 
To pierce the ſecrets of the ſkies; 
At fleeting years no more repine, 
But fill your Bard a bowl of wine; 
For while we talk, invidious Age, 
Advances o'er Life s little ſtage: 
Come, let us catch the current hour, 


To-morrow is not in our power. 
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HORACE, LIB I. ODE XIII. 


g | IMITATED, 

Wurx you, my dear Polly, pretend to admire 
The vulgar addreſs of your fox-hunting Squire ; 
And ſmile at ſuch allies as merit a laſh, 
For one ſingle cauſe, that the ruffian has caſh. 
I bluſh at the boundleſs dominion of Pelf, 5 
And pity your ſhocking contempt oftyourfelF. 

"Tis really a bitter reflection to find 
In what low requeſt are the charms of che mind. 
Let her ſuitor ſhew wealth, and the niceſt young maid 
Of all his worſt freedoms ſhall ſcarce be afraid. 10 
1 would rather, by far, go to bed in a ſtye, _ | 
Than hazard my life with a drunkard to fry. 
And what muſt Il feel, when with terror I trace 
The marks of his beard, on that delicate face: 
Shall that ſnowy neck be the ſport of his paws? 15 
And that feeling heart from a brute receive laws? 
Shall we ſee him recline on your boſom to nap, 
And quid, ſupper, claret, diſcharge in your lap. 
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HORACE, LIB I. ODE XVI. 


L 


IMIT ATED. 


Is you * Fanny to do what you pleaſe, 
With that raſh unlucky lampoon,; : 

Let it riſe in the chimney or fink in the ſeas, - 
Tour n vengeance to crown. 


Some others (I feel it) are handſome and fair, oy 


But your charms even the coldeſt avow ; 
And, Oh! let me ſay, that in ſpite of deſpair, 
My wiſhes muff centre in you. Ni 


— 
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Forbid the effects of implacable rage 
From rending that delicate breaſt; 


| You have ſcen raſh Othello expire on the ſtage, 


And wiſdom will tell you the reſt. 


When David the Jew rifled Rabbah of old, 


What feats did his fury perform ! 


To the choſen themſelves the ſame meaſure was told, 15 


When Zion was egter'd by ſtorm. 


From all theſe examples, too ſenſible maid, 
The danger of paſhon you ſee, 

Then be not, alas! by juſt anger betray'd, 
To rejoice in the ruin of me. 


When Adam was moulded, the devil they fay, . 


- Inſerted a ſpice in the plan; 
And we his deſcendants proceed to this day, 
As that ſorry being began. 


Then why, my dear Fanny, continue to charge 
The tricks of the devil on me; 


Or is there one lover, take mankind at large, 


From fits of Impertinence free. 


By thoſe fooliſh verſes, I try'd to conceal, 
An ambition I bluſh'd to avow, 

Nor did I at that time ſo terribly feel 
My exiſtence depended on you. 


But ſince every quarrel is ended at laſt, 
Your heart let humanity move; 


Let us both like fond Joſeph forget what i is paſt, 


And plunge ia the torrent of love, 
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HORACE, LIB I. ODE XVII. 


- IMITATED. 


Dean Harry you cannot do better 

Than cover your fields with the vine! 
How happy am I when your debtor 

For a bumper of excellent wine. 


The care that is cutting your boſom, 
Before an old flaggon muſt fly ; - 
The roſe to be ſure cannot bloſſom, 


When the buſhes are wither'd and dry. 


The coward encourag'd with liquor, 

On the mouth of a cannon will run; 
The curate look briſk like his vicar, 

And the Laureate wil laugh at his dun. 


The ſurly for once are good fellows; 
The graveft are gay for à time; 


Then do you believe, what they tell us, | 


That cracking a bottle's a crime. 


As April when painting the farrows, 
Drives winter away to the pole; 
Champaign, by difpelling life's — 
Relaxes the froſt of the foul. | 


— 


But the fot, who woold ahwoys be Grinking, 


Will very foon fee to his coſt, 
That want muſt attend want of thinking, 
And his friends with his money be loſt. 
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The hoſt, who has rifled his pocket. | 25 
Will ſhow him the way to the door, 

And bully like Peachum or Lockit, 
Unleſs he can anſwer his ſcore 


Of all vile deteſtable vermin, 

The vileſt on Earth or in Hell, 3 
At leaſt thus their Pigeons determine, 

Are ſuch as have liquor to ſell. | 


For when a young fool full of money, | 
Is galloping into the mire, 


They pillage his hive of the honey, 35 


And leave him to beg or expire. 
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HORACE, LIB. I. ODE XXIII. 
IMITATED. 


Dran Chloe, you fly from my love like a fawn, 
In ſearch of her mother along the wild lawn, 
When each ruſtling breeze makes the fugitive ſtart, 
And each falling leaf gives a wound to her heart. 
Young, timorous, innocent, Chloe like you, 5 
She fancies the hounds have her always in view. 
But tell me, ah! tell me, dear beautiful maid, 
For what is my charmer of Damon afraid; 
Do Ilike a panther approach to deſtroy, 
Jour preſence, your ſmiles, muſt I never enjoy; 19 
Remember at leaſt, that you're fairly fifteen, . © ,- 
And 'tis (let me ſay ſo) full time to be ſeens 
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And, O! could you gueſs what I feel for your ſake, 
That little proud heart ſome compaſſion would take. 
In pining for Chloe I paſs the long night, IS 
Or wake with a ſigh from ſome dream of delight; 

In vain would I run to a ball or a play, 
For nothing can pleaſe me when Chloe's away. 
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THE COMFORTS OF MARRIAGE, 
A TALE. 
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Wurn Cinna carn's bot twenty — den, 

No dunning tradeſman Cinna had to fear. 

In debt to nobody, his heart was gay, 

He look'd no farther than the current day 3 

His income juſt allow'd a decent coat, 3 

An alehouſe ramble coſt him but a groat. 11. 1 

From him no barber had long bills to ſeek, 

He clear'd with every claimant once a- week. . 

At night he drank ſmall beer, and ſmok'd, and read, 

And fipt us ſober as u em u bed. | 10 

He ſhunn'd the ſex. His fortieth year began 

Beſore he dar'd to feel the pleaſures of a man. 

Nay, when December child the world with froſt, - 
That month, when monks and maidens murmur moſt, - 

When the cold ſheets were freezing to his ſkin, 15 

Like Ruth no laundreſs at his heels crept in; 

No drab to groping conſtables could tell, 

That he, good man, had made her centre ſwell. 

His blabbing tongue no pious aunt could fear, 

On him no hawd beſtow'd her wanton leer. 20 
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At him, no cuckold bent the budding horn, 
Wenching, in every ſhape, he held in ſcorn. 
Surpriſing fact! in ſuch a rampant age, 
So pure a ſaint deſerves a brighter page. 
Alas! how very ſeldom have we ſeen, 
The virgin fort reſiſt us till fifteen. 
But love of change ſtill haunts the human breaſt, 
Thus Indolence itſelf grows tir'd of reſt. 
The ſot has now and then a fober fit, 
Miſers, by times, extravagance admit. 
The veteran may ſhake with childiſh fear, 
And ſurgeons have been ſeen to ſhed a tear : 
By turns the fooliſh follow Wiſdom's rules, 
By turns, the wiſe behave themſelves like fools. 
Though Fortune ruſhes in her richeſt tide, 
We ſigh for ſome enjoyment yet untry'd; 
In ſearch of novelty our fancies tire, 
Gaze at the moon, and tumble in the mire. 
And thus the hero of the preſent ſong, 
Having ſo long gone right, at laſt went wrong. 
His wages trebling, Cinna took a wife, 
That precious balſam for the wounds of life; 
But Care was quickly painted on his brow, 
He found himſelf in debt, he knew not how; 
Such heavy, daily, damnable demands, 
A guinea never halted in his hands, 
His ſalary was rais'd to twelve ſcore pounds, 
And this, you ſay, magnificently ſounds ; 
And ſwear the man muſt very ſoon be rich, 
Unleſs his ſpouſe feels the true ſpendthrift itch, 
With nine pert puppies yelping at his tail, 
To talk of ſaving makes his patience fail. 
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Maids, midwives, milliners, and heav'n knows what, 


Keep Cinna barer than a tar's old hat. 
On pariſh rates, tithes, laces, lodging-rent, 
Tea, china, claret, balf his funds are ſpent ; 
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Thrice nine and thirty couſins have implor d 
That help, his purſe, they cry, can well afford. 
His precious rib has ventur'd to declare, 
« 'Tis vulgar on one's legs to take the air.” 60 
In vain poor Cinna vows himſelf behind, 
Plays, balls, and fiddlers, fill my lady's mind 
And, as no man of ſenſe expects to fee 
Two females, two whole hours at once agree, 
Ten times a- day his ſpouſe and ſervants brawl, 6g 
His dear deſcendents every ſecond ſquall ; 
His bed, his ſhirt, they ſteep in midnight ſtreams, - 
Pox, worms, and meaſles, haunt his morning dreams. 
Each day commences with a cloud of bills, | 
For taylors, nurſes, ſpelling-books, and pills; 70 
To- night more cradles he muſt buy or borrow, 
And a twelfth ſexton's fee pay down to- morro ww. 
And though, ye rakes, may think he ſhould rejoice, 
When rid of ſo much trouble, coſt, and noiſe ; 
What agonies convulſe a father's breaſt, 75 
While Innocence is writhing into reſt? 

Thus, to his fatal coſt, hath'Cinna found, 
That wedlock's holy joys are juſt a ſound; -* - 
That peace will end, where happineſs begins, | 
And wives are the grand ſcourge of human fins. * 80 
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Ween Venus ſaw her ſwain | 
Expiring on the plain, 4 r $ 
She ſummon'd all the loves, | 
And bade them ſearch the groves, 


C ws J 
. ® ain ug 
— do the fair Adonis tore. 

The Cupids flew the foreſt round, | | 
„r eee 
His fury for to cheeks | dae 2d - 208 
pts e go 02019) 46 n on g e 

with 2 r ow! olan 

| Began a drubbing to beſtow. ,. 00 ae 
Slowly pac'd the boar along, ; >1Sb 1820 2 
He know tht he was i ue, ; if ,f,94 83 
And trembled to be ſeen n 
By Love's avenging Quecn. 

| — 
4 Of all brutes, — Ry ee 

« Why didſt thou gaſh my lover's Wd ofa; « has 
* lam hama none b. 

The cunning boar had id bis lang. | wats bis 200 
e 

A brute, O Venus, u fa at IR 
i « By your ſacred ſelf I ſwear, . GA 24 x, ood hg 
I ne'er intended to daſtroy — . 2 dnatbor T 
© The lovely, much lamented boy. A cs Sad 
——— in nein 
<« (I own it to my ſad diſgract) 5 
At once I kindled wa deſire, — 
6 I thought it the ſublimeſt bl 804 
. leaſt, a ſingle kify | 
& I ran to touch his ſnowy*thigh;” , 
„ But — hat a luckleſs reteh am I vi 


3 35 
„ Now, charming Venus, if you will, 


4 4 ! tres WV NAR 
* The lover of Adonis kill; $571 5 l N e. 
04 — — enn 
E Theſe tuſks a ſacrifice I gives 5 De 
* And, if that be too n | 40 
60 Cut my clunſy lips away. | 


oO) 
Venus believ'd the tale, and ſo 
The grateful beaſt reſolv'd to tay, 
And follow'd Venus from that day; 
And, a juſt penance to impoſe, 45 


x am mur 15 
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Motu doceri gaudet Tonicos 
Natura virgo, & fingitur artubus © 
Jam nunc, et ineo amore © 
e e | ; 
wand ti ht worthleſs rake, ' 
A frail fond virgin is outwitted, 
Her rivals ſuch an uproar wake, 
As if the ought not to be pity'd. 


Mere envy makes their venom burſt 5 7 35 tp 
They view the rogue with | | 
R 


| tapdfomes rich end e 
They rut: tiks maths wand the candisy © 10 


And pleaſure heaves each ſnowy breaſt, 
Which he prepares to preſs or handle. 


They farink, indeed, to let him tee * 
Their maren e taper'd Linde, ** 
3 hrs <> og = 
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Their very toes are taught to ſpeak; 
To whet temptation they Il retire, 
And while he follows, raiſe a ſqueak, 
P2515 ehniy Ergo tprage ment | 
How charmingly'the boſam fiwells? : 
How ſweetly they defy his vaunting ! 
A For what ther balm lips are panting | 


. 

And why our maĩdens may determine; f 
Shall we miſpend one ſerious thought, N 
on ſervile tyranniſing vermin. 


» without remorſe, 2 75 


Who 
The helpleſs victim of deſpair z -. 


But welcome, as a work of courſe, . 1 e erben 
Tue robber with « wanton. flare.,, "OE RP PRO PIT" 


The girl whe petlance ran mad 
Oer the perdition of her ſiſter, 
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The path to greatneſs happily purſue ; 

By dear experience every day we fitid,” © kk 
5 That riches commonly degrade the ar P 
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That he, who train d through Want's inftruQtive ſchool, | 

Had prov'd a man of ſenſe, mne 5 * 

As dirt on all beneath himſelf looks down, 

Nor feels for any ſorrow but his o mn. 

Nor theſe alone our total cenſure claim, | 

All men are but another and the ſame, 10 

And he who moſt at human folly rails, * 

Always in ſome grand point of wiſdom fails. 

Let us, my friend the varied ſcene ſurvey, 

$ketch out ſome features of the paſſing day; ' 

And while the grinning world our faults declare, 15 

Shew half the ſpecies have an equal ſhare, 7 

While one both ſoul and body riſks for wealth, 

The helpleſs lord of thoyſands begs but health; 

The luſty plow-boy-wants a handſome wife, 

His henepeck'd fire in feeret curſes life. 40 

The young envy the prudence of the old. 

While age, with terror, feels the blood run coldz 

The virgin pines ber brittle toy to crack, Badly: * 

The teeming ſpouſe expires upon the rack ; ; | 

White poor foot · paſſengers are quite bemir d, 25 

The jolting coach her ladyſhip hath tir d; 

The ſober proſe· man would be proud to rhyme, 

The hungry bard deplores his loſs of time; 

And while his groom would gladly ſtorm his bride, 

His Honour ſnores an wool pack by her ſide, 30 

Nor kindles when her eye with paſſion ſwims, | 

Nor gives the grand receipe for female whims. 

The bagnio-cully cannot ſtamp an heir, D 

The beggur's aſs-loads wring his heart with care. IF, 
each inſtant that we croſs the ſtreet, 

A troop of jolly wanton girls we meet, r 

Who cannot eld oe Uk that's fit to Fear, webs 

Yet age, itf tags, with ſcornful filence hear. | 

The admiral ſhares fifty thouſand pounds,  _ 

The gunner My grokte, £10 Witten wounds. "8 
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Fot half a iddler's ſalary per week, 5 
His curate, hen to publiſh or to ſpeak, . 
dere 


Though parching ſpring denies an ounce of grain, 
And putrid Auguſt rots their hay with rain ; 
Though ſome fox-chace their harveſt hath deſtroy'd, 
Or ſome tithe law-ſuit their whole caſh employ'd, 


Whether his bond - men can or cannot pay, 


rr. 
While law the juſtice of his claim inforces, - 80 
r 

To buy his pimp a ſeat for ſome pure borough, 

To bet on dice to-night, or on the turf to-morrow. 
Thus goes, and thus hath always gone the world, 
Folly and Vice in one ſtrange hodge-podge hurl'd. 35% 
Cs bope amendyzont were.the- height d, 


Apoſtleſhip diſſolves in ſober ſadneſ ; 8 


And Truth, concludes where an old band began « 
„ Who'd be er nl a 
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— foetal ove," 9 
Whoſe merit Melpomene means to Alete a IR 


To whom every fact in all Nature is known, . 


ut what lice immediately under his nl. 
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His tongue, when you meet him, like thunder is loud, 5 
And Folly and Lazineſs keep him as poor : (© 
WH 1 cannot think what makes the pedant ſo proud, 
Or why that pale face is eternally four, 


The Cynick, this morning, was trying his wit, 5 
And plaguing a cobler, a plain merry man; 10 
The fellow who felt himſelf terribly bit, 


Hang big aw] on the . A . 


« What Ganifice leni without common tanker: 
Or, why do we read what we cannot digeſt? 

Jour ſtudies procure neither honour nor pence, 15 
e your breaſt. 


— books — thi hin,” _— £ 
„Or with new ideas enlighten the heady 
4 And the Sage had done wiſely in driving a cart, 

* When et Lada 20 


* You prove do \ ſecond, at what time of dp, 
Jo prey 

Youcall den poltroong, yet have noching t6 b 
F . Aar 

2 a Hun artnet hull a "PSF 

Youtcach ww sey winnie of weh, a 
* And yet (he would think it your elbows are out; 
And while you are telling us how to keep health, 

* Fach joint in pour carcaſe is wrung with the gout. | 

443. 4 
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i * That Mary, ber victim, deſervedly died ;.* % 
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in ingenious Hrientl. a 

* would not walk acroſs my parlour to learn whether Mary 

vu gnilty or innocent of any one crime laid to her charge. The 
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277. But how many pots to the aden de 


| « ſome unguarded moment, been ſeduced by the infirmities of ou 
; enn A la 


; « her revenge. David Hume, that dax or MILD DISPOSITIONS,* 


en. Let u put a familiar caſe. L us ſuppaſe chat thi 


| . drawn hiſtorical portraits of Becket, Knox, Murray, 


„ ing cat the brains of the whole fmeralty. And is noe this c 


Or one; unn, yon;canmer decide, | | 
1 
4% When you look in tlie / you cal fly; e dn | 
In how wide a circle old Saturn ſhould run; 4 
But no duck or partridge as yet ever fell, + I 
he Nay, guels'd at your nigh when you levelP'd u gu 0 


— Ge of Daraley to bis wits, kls ſoreteiige, his benehchelt l. 


« ſerved ten deaths; and Mary, if connected with the conſpiraton, WI 4 
« was at: worſt but an executioner of juſtice. If we ſtall,” withou Wl - 
« a ſpark of evidence, admit ber amour. wich Rizzio, it may be 2 
« ſaid in apology, that ſhe ſhrunk with propriety from the embraces 
« of a monſter; and is there one of her accuſers| who has not, x 


« nature? In all that relates to Bothwel, and che feel of he 
” Re On ring, ao ppc: 


i of her Kingdom, her liberty, 1 


« who endeavoured to run one of his critics through the body, and 
who replied vo eber in the asg of clown, has, on ti 
« ſubjef, diſtinguiſhed” himſelf by 'peeſevering in detefed u. 


« philoſopher had been confined, but for a month, in one of the dun- 
« geons of the Holy Office: at Liſbon; and that he was on the poio 
of making his eſcape. | Query, Would xz have refuſed freedon, 
« for fear of injuring the Inquiſitor who arreſted kim ? or, 
he not have enjoyed a tranſport of honeſt ſatisfaction in le 


« pariſon in point? 1 confider 8s waſte, paper, cer quaint wi 


«ton, \Maitland, Saeed, Elizabeth and her four immediate w 

WEIR. joe Ft ne remedy ty oY 
 ® See My own Life, 288 a rue {154 
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« You ſtate, to a ſhilling, the national debt; 
« A plan for its payment you long ſince made known 


« But, with all this preciſion, I'd take you a bett, 
„ You never ſhall know the amount of your own. 40 


« You ſpend half your life-time in poring on books; 
«© What a mountain of wit muſt becramm'd in that full! ; 
« And yet, if = man were to judge by your looks, 
„Perhaps he would think you r dull. 


More happy, by far, is the clown at his plow, - 
* Who never attempts what he cannot attain, * 

« Than ſuch a capricious haranguer as you, | ; 
With mad metaphyſicks tormenting your brain. 


And what is the value of Newton or Locke? 
Do they leſſen the price of potatoes and corn? 

When Poverty comes can they ſoften the ſhock, 
6 Or teach ds hoy Hunger lo patiently borye? | 


% No denies Mods e 
N .o ſquaring of circles can Lane the * 
* Then all ſuch wild vagaries promiſe 
* Or tell us in what does their 8 .. j 


E 
In gueffing the diſtance and bulk of the fun ; 
* I ſancy a cat would be fully as wiſe, | 


* To inquire when, and RE, batoons werebegun./ 


„A ſmall ſhare of feattiby thay frre un white Mee, 
* 'The farce of exiſtence will ſoon have an end; 

And without the fatigue of deep thinking, tis clear, 
* That age and infirmity muſt niake vs bend. 1 
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Lou try to. convince us that love is a crime, 65 
That filling a bumper is arrogant folly z, . 


6 That no man of ſenſe would take patience to rhyme, 
That the Bible, forſooth! has forbid to be jolly. 


* But. I would not give one fond embrace of my laſs, 
For all the queer ſecrets Sir Iſaac explor'd; _ 70 
Nor part with my fiddle, nor flinch from my glaſs, 

© Or, the beef, or plumb-pudding that lnokes on my 


& The tranſit, of Venus your paſſion employs, 
In ſtaring at Sirius you loſe the long night; 

A tranſit more tender enhances my joys, 75 
« When Polly impells me to plunge in * | 


Her e her clean taper'd ancles, :hlplay | 
More eloquent charms: than a limb of the moon. 
„When virginity ſoftens, ſhall manhood cry Nay ; 
* Ye Gods let me rink o i of aa fon! 8 


TRANSLATION FROM MARTIAL. 
— 


Trigins bee meſſes, Wor 


Lanes ten revolving years, at leaſt, 
Dear Julius, have we been acquainted, 

And both, upon the whole, been 22 
Though daily, wi it 3 


When . or Fan betray d, 5 


Our hearts have, wrung perhaps with ſorrows 
But a firm effort always made 
| Complete refdurces for to-morrow. 
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The way to ſhun a thouſand woes | 
Entail'd by Nature on exiſtenoe, un 160 
Is—to let neither friends nor foes, 43 pak 
Wm | . 
AT 35 * 7037 11 
For why repine at Vie elato, 


For njur' worth ur courage drown $cin-bim 2A 
Let us, who cannot alter Fate 15 
Mind no man's bus' nes but our oẽ n. 
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ON FEMALE FRAILTY... | 
n [1 gaigende 20, 
ren pLaviys Ms 
8 4 ö 5 
Fon boys may bez, if they: pleaſe, Ac 277 
That marriage is a happy ſtate; | 


And, could the ſex avert-diſeaſe,/ -/ | 1+ i 7) 1s 
nnen {Yo tt 
Her winded A od Baa) Ef 5h HE 3 
Is yet the leaſt of Madam's failing :: 


For what vexation, toil, expence; vt 
nn 

Diſcretion, elegance, whale, does ak Tt T3 
My bumble wiſhes dare not ſeek, 10 


Would but my ſpouſe enſure her health + n 
Six hours, at leaſh, in every week, tete 
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ON HARD;DRINKING, 
| —— | 
Is you who hear this deathleſs ode, 
Where Wiſdom dictates every line, 

At mid- night never range abroad, 
Io ſoak the eſſence of the vine; | 

No gout ſhall ever rack your toes, 

Nor — — againſt your nods. 


— — co 
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neee 
Nor on the round-houſe run aſhore, 


Nor plunging through the kennel home 
Kick your dependents to the door; 
Nor ſhall your brains at breakfaſt ache, 
Nor ſhall your nerves at thirty ſnake. 


Had Noah when his box was landed, 
Inſtead of bidding bumpers flow, 
Behav'd as common ſenſe demanded 
- And taught his ſons to weave and plow ; 
Their father had not turn'd their jeſt, 
But doz'd with decency at leaſt. 


Had this old tar been truly wiſe, 
And burn'd his poiſonous plantation, 
8 root of almoſt every vice 


world with devaſietion, n Au 


Ne might have liv'd to ſee, 
Ham had a ſounder head than he, 
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Wer ſhould nen they're drunk, 
Make ſuch a terrible noiſe! - 

Will gentlemen brawl like a punk 
Pelted with dirt by the boys. 


When valets convene in a cellar, 29 
Dividing their vail ain} 

If the landlady's pert, they may tell her, 
The liquor is dear of a pin. 


They may batter her bottom pell mell, | 
Kick up a ſcandalous pother ; 10 
And finiſh the farce very well, | | 
With pounding the bones of each other. 


When members have met in the boyſe, 
Our national honour to ſave ; | . 

We pardon ſome witty abuſe rs 
Beſtow'd on an impudent knave. 


But when men of faſhion agree, 
To paſs in good humour a night; 
The rabble would bluſh, did they ſee 
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A CHARACT ER. ® 9 

* : NT 
Tnenr liv'd, f in fs days, an 3 man, 
Who did not figure on our modiſh plan; 
His coat was homely, but his eredit ſound, 
He paid with twenty ſhill ings in the pound. 
He manag'd what had been his father's farm, 
No curriſh landlord conld his peace alarm; 
An hearty welcome made the ſtranger glad, 
For Hunger never wanted what he had. 
He did not, like the wits of later days, 
Conſame his time on magazines and plays, 
But fancy'd every minute worth his care, 
Methuſalem, he ſaid, had few to ſpare, 


And if, at eve, he felt a wiſh to read, 


Iſaiah, Job, and Moſes, lin'd his head: 
Strong common ſenſe from Solomon he drew, 


And at the ninetieth reading found him new. _ 


When Joſeph and his worthy kin were met, 
His ſoul too, ſoften'd, and his cheeks were wet. 


He felt a kind of pleaſure in his grief 


While the tears guſhing gave his heart relief. 
How Jonathan was ſlain, how David griev'd, 


How Ruth was gleaning, and how Bogz reliey'dy 


Tales ſuch as theſe were often on his tongue, 


They pleas'd in age, as they had enter ae youll. 


On myſtic points he did not much enquire, - 
Nor pertly dar'd defy eternal fires |! 
Truths out of kenn the: goodman let alone, 


"25 


Nor thought it ever meant that all things ſhouldbe known. 


In ſhort, this queer, unfaſhionable fool, 


The Bible made his ſtudy and his rule ; 
Sweeter to him, than honey to the bee, 

Than tithes to parſons, or to quacks their fee. 

In imitation of Chaucer's character of a good Parfon, 
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A PARALLEL BETWEEN RICHES AND 
POVERTY. | 
„ * 4 


FROM THE GREEK or RHIANUS. | 
An ancient Bard had reaſon to complain, 


That all mankind are ignorant and vain z- - 

Nor in proſperity their pride repreſs, - bunt 
Nor with calm dignity ſupport diſtreſs, ' | if 
To thoſe below them with contempt behave, T $' 


To thoſe above them act the downright flave. 
Thus, he who is in want of daily food, 

Feels no bold courage animate his blood; 

Nature to him no beauties can diſplay, 


He curſes fate, and ſtuns the light of day. + ol 


The rich, in public, tell aloud their mind, 


The poor, in ſervile Gilence, ink behind. 11305 


* Chill Penury” each generous thonght controuls, 
Andfreezes all the ardour of their fouls. 
Nor ſhould we rail at the corrupted times, 15 
Tis Poverty which fills the world 1 crimes z 
For very few begin to mob or ſteal, 

Till once they've fear'd the want n a meal 
If halters only for the rich were made, * 
Poor Ketch might tarye, or ſeek a better trade: 20 
His office merely keeps poor rogues in awe, 

For great men's crimes are ſanctiſied by law. 

To what I ſay, exceptions will be found; 

But *tis a common caſe the world around, 


* 


The great adopt a ſurer, ſafer courſe, ht 25 £ 


They neither break a ſhop, nor ſteal a horſe 3 

They ſeldom pick a purſe, or forge a note, 

Or point a piſtol at a coachman's throat. 

Yet all to vice are equally inclin'd, 

ä very bot. in kinds | 30 
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The poor dare only cheat, the rich oppreſs, 
The firſt muſt hide, the laſt avow ſucceſs ; 
The bluſhing food-pad plunders in the night, 
The noble felon dares the noon-day light. 

And fure of mortals, the moſt fooliſh thing, 

Is, for the moſt part, what we call a king; 
Vile ſycophants, devoted to his will, 

Define his right to conquer and to kill ; 

And ſome poltroon, who, bred among the poor, 
Had ſcarce dar'd thruſt a vixen from his door; 
Commirs whole empires to the ſword and flame, 
Dreaming deſtruction dignifies a name. 

But inſtant vengeance treads upon his heel, 
And all his pride inflifted makes him feel. 
Survey that claſs with an impartial eye, 

How few have died as wiſe men with to die. 


Though fools may deem the day of vengeance paſt, 


Guilt, in repentance, always-ends at laſt. 


60 
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N. - NOTHING NEW. 


Umar is the bard who ſighs 
For ſolid friendſhip with the great, 
Since every effort which he tries * 
Will prove his plan a bitter cheat. 


By a long ſurfeit of ſucceſs, 
The heart grows hard, the head grows light, 
And all approaches of diſtreſs, _ - 
Derange the viſion of delight. 


In vain your eloquence would plead, 
No words the ſordid ſoul can alter; 
_ "Tis better far to beg your bread, 
Or make your exit in a halter. 


hn 


ON IDLENESS, 


FROM THE FIRST- BOOK OF SPENCER'S FAIRY QUEEN, 


Tur chariot of the queent now mov'd along, 
With fix poſtilions, a ſtrange motely throng. 
The maſter-groom was mounted on an aſs, 

And flow the beaft, and flow the rider was; 

His looks betray'd the dulneſs of his ſoul, 

His clothes were ſhabby, and his ſhirt was foul, 
His ſtockings folding down his ancles hung, 
From a capacious mouth loll'd out his tongue. 
The loſs of buttons kept his boſom bare, 

His eyes ſtood fixed in a vacant ſtare, 

His only pouch, his cards and dice preſerv'd, 
His ſpouſe had broke her heart, his children ſtarv'd. 
Left by his father with a large eſtate, 

His folly ſoon had fore'd the frowns of Fate; 

In want of care if happineſs conſiſt, 

He was above,all men ſupremely bleſt, 
Reflection never wrung his heart with pain, 
Nor ſtirr'd the ſtanding puddle of his brain; 
From danger of a jail though ſeldom free, 
Surety for all who ſought his help was he. 

His pooreſt friend had lent him more or leſs, 
For every day produc'd ſome new diſtreſs ; 8 


10 


20 


When tradeſmen bawl'd, he huſh'd them with a ſong, | 


Nor gueſs'd if their demands were right or wrong. 


And when his breeches got an hundredth rent, 
He laugh'd to ſee his taylor's patience ſpent. 


25 


+'The Poet is deſcribing the chariot of Pride; and Idleneſs, Glut - 


bar, Avarice, Ac. are perſonified as her poſtilions. 
0 Q - 


Nor health in early walks the floven ſought, 


- Sour ſilly fellows have a way 


+, Invented but for diſputation. 
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Nor knew the nobler exerciſe of thought; 
By day he ſtroll'd the current lie to hear, 
And loung'd, and gam'd, and read the gazetteer, ze 
And when rae liſtleſs day began to cloſe, 

With brother vagrants, ſoak'd his ev'ning doſe. 

He never went to ſleep till twelve at night, 

Nor twice in twenty years roſe with the riſing light, 
But always eat his breakfaſt in his bed, 35 
Unleſs compell'd to ſteal before he fed. 

The want of toil his uſeleſs nerves unbrac'd, 

And purſe, and perſon, ſunk with equal haſte; 

The dream of reformation died in words, 
That precious fruit which Idleneſs affords. 


ON WRANGLING. 


Of contradicting all you ſay ; 
And ſeem to fancy converſation 


As puſs, with briſk erected ears, [ 
A ſcratch behind the wainſcot hears 
So theſe are always on the watch, 
Your ſlighteſt flip with triumph catch. 
And ſhould you venture a defence, 
Deplore your want of common ſenſe. 10 
Such Vipers, (for they cannot claim 
A kinder, or a better name,) 
Betray, in ſpite of all their art, 
A ſhallow head, a worthleſs heart. 
Six ſerious words are juſt enough, 15 
To anſwer all their ſaucy ſtuff. | 


S 


10 


15 
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© That's your opinion, tis not mine,” 

And thus the combat you decline. 

To them, and all mankind, be civil, 

But fly them, as you'd fly the devil. 20 
If e'er you dare to take a wife, 

And with to ſhun eternal ſtrife, 

Seek one who never ſhall preſume, 

To ſtart a paradox from Hume. | 

Ten thouſand quibbles he contains, 25 

Fit only to confound her brains, 

Nor let her learn to talk by rule, 

Nor reaſon, till ſhe turns a fool; 

Nor ever quote a pointed phraſe, 

Nor quit her wheel to pore on plays. 30 

Teach her, and cite the holy Paul, 

That ſpinſters never ought to brawl ; 

That ſilence proves her manly ſpirit, 

And prompt obedience forms her merit. 


— 0 


— —— pw — my — — — 


ON THE ABUSE OF TIME. 
— ; 
Wr always find ſo quick the moments run, 
That life is ended ere 'tis well begun. 
The bubble Hope is bought with ſo much pain, 
That few wiſe men would wiſh to live again. 


* « Juvenal is the LasT of the Roman writers that poſſeſſed any 
degree of genius.” Hume's Eſſays, Vol. I. p. 188. Edit. 1988. 
Quintilian, Tacitus, and Martial, were his cotemporaries, and have 
therefore an equal title to the epithet of LasT. But the Roman 
empire continued to flouriſh in arts and arms for many genera- 
tions after them; and the Critic, might as well have ſaid, that 
Engliſh genius died with Milton, Addiſon, or Defoe. A croud of 
pailages, fimilat, may be quoted from this author. The above is 
inſerted merely to ſhew, that the text does not cenſure at random 


Qi 


— 124 J 


The dull eſt mortal breathing ought to know, 5 
We're only in probation here belew ; 
And former hours, in vice or folly paſt, 
How ſolemn, and how terrible, the laſt. 
Yet ſpite of all Religion can reveal, 
And all conviction forces us to feel, 10 
How vile an uſe do many make of time, 
How ſhocking and how frequent is the crime ? 

The early hunter ruſhes to the chace, 
What brutal joy is painted in his face, 
When fifty half-ſtary'd dogs with open throat, 5 
Ruſh on a hare that's hardly worth a groat ? 

Some give their nights, and wiſh to give their days, 
To hear unletter'd vagrants mangle plays ; 
Deform the ſcene pathetic Otway drew, Ig 
And ſpout in Shakeſpeare's name, the traſh he never knew. 
From galleries, and pit, applauſe is roar'd, 
While common ſenſe turns pale at every word. 

See how yon ſoakers puſh the glaſs about, 
And forfeit half their lives to gain the gout, 
On ſober Prudence break each vulgar jeſt, ag 
And all the man is buried in the beaſt, 
A Daniſh doit,* a Patagonian flower, 
Demoliſh oft an academic hour, 
The liſt of human whimſics is ſo long, 
To tell the tithe would tire a Frenchman's tongue; 30 
Let all defend their foibles as they pleaſe, 
© Exiſtence was not lent for ends like theſe; 
No race, no cock-fight, their ambition fir'd, 
When Phocion and Pelopidas expir'd. 

Far other pleaſures all their thoughts employ, 35 
8 8 ſallies of untainted joy; 


* Twenty-ſix quarto pages, beſides ſeveral prints, Kin han 
expended upon * the ur with the name of Rodbertus IV.” See 
Archzologia, Vol. V. p. 390. 
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Who rifle the remains of Greece and Rome, 

And trace, from ages paſt, the fate of thoſe to come; 
Who to the toil of thinking dare ſubmit, 

Drink the rich ſtream of Smollet's fearleſs wit; 
Revere in Swift, the wonder of his age, 

And love and ſtudy Gay's facetious page; 

A few like theſe, would partly fill the void 

Of thoſe Tertullian's diſciples deſtroy'd. 


40 
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HORACE, LIB. I. BOOK XXIX. 
/ ——_ 


IMITATED. 


1] wowpes, Harry, what delight 

You feel in ſeeing raſcals fight ; 

Ur how poor mortals dare be proud, 
Of daily ſhedding ſo much blood. 

The beſt excuſe that can be made, 

For ſuch a vile, inhuman trade, 

Is, when a man of virtue draws 

His patriot ſword, in Freedom's cauſe; 
But who can give a right to you 

To ravage Bengal or Peru ? 

The hunter calls, the blood-hounds fly, 
And guiltleſs millions are to die. 

Our hirelings, give me leave to ſay, 
Fight not for principle, but pay. 
Ruffians, impatient of repoſe, 
For what have they to gain or loſe? 
And tell me, when the war is ended, 
Cin they ſuppoſe their fortunes mended? {: 
They ſtill muſt pay their pot of ale, 

Ur ſee, full ſoon, their liquor fail. 


10 
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The beardleſs Enſign ſhakes his cane, 
And they muſt bear the beau's diſdain. 
But let the bully dare a ſtroke, 
Or hazard one inſulting joke, 
On ſome poor man who toils for bread, _ 
The clown will-break the coxcomb's head. 
What, for ſo-many thouſand years, 
Has fill'd the world with blood and tears, 
But reſtleſs bedlamites, like you, 
Who ſcorn'd to ſettle at the plow? 
The black record of ancient times 
Is full of nothing but their crimes; 
The rank they bear in modern days 
Can add but little to their praiſe ; 
By whom was Corſica oppreſt? 
A herd of cut-throats at the beſt; 
Pizarro did no more than you 
Practice upon the poor Gentoo. 
And who, alas! will now deny 
That Tiber's bed may ſoon be dry, 
That muddy Nile may backwards flow, 
And boiling Etna vomit ſnow ; 
Since you, a man of ſenſe and thought, 
Who ſuch a world of books had bought, 
Forſake felicity at home, 
And all the wits of Greece and Rome, 
To ramble round this wretched globe, 
To burn, and butcher, ſteal, and rob. 
"Tis thus the royal forces act, 
(Let Impudence deny the fact;) 
Our beggar'd Loyaliſts can ſay 
What ſums your Tartars made them pay: 
And when Culloden's glorious field, 
Had forc'd ill-fated Charles to yield; 
- Who but the Devil would have done, 
What they did, when the day was won? 
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What is, in ſhort, a volunteer? 
Five words will make the matter clear; 
A lazy lounger who engages, 


For ten times leſs than hangmen's wages, bo 


In ſpite of Nature's plaineſt law, 

To murder men he never ſaw, 

And thus he proves his public ſpirit, 
What worth ſuch heroes muſt inherit? 

Since Iſrael, by divine command, 65 
Set out to clear the promis'd land; & rf | 
Through all the feats of Rome and Greece, 
The tale is always of a piece. 
The luſt for-pillage, rapine, blood, 
Was ardour for the public good; | 8 70 
But not one ſingle war in ten | 
Was made to ſave the rights of men 
So many bouts are loſt and won, 
Such endleſs, mutual, miſchiefs done; 
That Juſtice, bluſhing at the ſight, 7”; 
Swears neither party can be right. 

Lay down your ill-directed pride; 
Go home, take care of yourcire-lide;----- - 
And, if you hate a peaceful life, 3 | 
Provide, betimes, a loving wife. © 30 


— — — — — — 
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HORACE, LIB. I. ODE XXXIII, 


IMITATED. 


Do not, dear Ned, ſo gravely mourn 
The falſchood of the fair; 
But all your ſervile verſes burn, 
Before they take the air. a 2 
I muſt, upon my ſoul, deſpiſe | 4 
A lover who ſincerely ſighs, 
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The pretty prattling fools are proud, 
To give their betters pain; 

But, when our angels are allow'd Vel 
Full leiſure to diſdain; 3 514 14 10 
We read in each relenting face, | 

Ld us but dare e turn the dae. 


Tis not your men. of ſenſe or wit, 
Who win their wavering hearts 1 . 
You muſt, the female taſte to hit, 9.03 1472 z 
Aſſume a Coxcomb's art??? 
At every ball be ſure to nine, | 
And laugh at fools who cringe "ng pine. 


Then Madam's pride will we alarm, 8 
To ſee her pow'r diſdain'd; & ant 0 
And then ſhe'll ſummon every charm 1 ($42 
To get the rover chain dT... 10 15 
And then the fort's within your be 
Jou may, at pleaſure, ſtorm the breach 
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Taz rich avoid and laugh at 858 7 
Who cannot purchaſe coſtly clothes; _ 
Their valets play that very game, 1 
(For both at bottom are the ſame) K e 
Survey the value of your coat. 8 | $3 
And gueſs if you be worth a groat, 
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Before they'll eonde ſoend to ſa yz 
Their maſter may be ſęen ta- day; 2 zer 
And we may honeſtly confeſs / - | re In Aut 10, 


Their wit in judging by one's, dreſa :; 10 

For truly, as the world now goes, ui 206 * 
Your beſt friend's Sunday fuit of clothes, - 
If to an honeſt broker ſold, + ..- x! 
Are worth his friendſhip t ten times told. 


x* n * - . 
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An otter's hunted for i it D 
The lovely form d eee a9 as ads bak. 
No deeper than tbe ſurface goes; . r 
We kill the beaver for his clothing. 
But know his carcaſe good for nothing. ... 20 
From cinnamon we peel the ſkin,..; 
22 The wood is hardly worth a pin. 8 
But ſince the great contemn as traſh, bo 
All mankind who run ſhort of can, ok 3 
Suppoſe ſome beggar with a W r 
Silencing thus, the ſaucy Peer; 5 as. 
% With Anſon I had loſt a leg, ny A 
; Ten years ere I began to beg; Lads 
Nor was my ſervice dearly bought, | 
F “ A flogging paid each month I fought ; 30 
And after all your haughty tattle, 
vas men like me who won the battle; 
* Had we, poor fools, refus'd to go, 
« Your Lordſhip had, for ought you know, 
, For ever baniſh'd from our iſle, 35 
“ To- day been ſweeping the Baſtile. 
My taylor at the time I ſet, | \ 
Has always been paid off as yet; 
} And nobody can think I ſhun, | 
Or dread the viſits of a dun, 40 
“ Though ſome allege, that half a ſcore | 
Have long beſet a certain door, - GY 
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Fm ſure I could not ſhow my face, 
© To fell my country for's place: 
Or take my principles by rote 


„From ſtateſmen who can buy my vote; 


Or throw thoſe victuals to my hounds, 


“ For which the poor would plow my grounds. 


The gentry need not be ſo proud, 

“4 Of what they call their noble blood; 
9 When Madam Eve in Eden ſpan, e 
Our commoh parentage began; 

And then as to your ſplendid drefs, 
Four betters have been ſerv'd with leſs. 
When Power Divine a garden planted, 
* Adam got all that Nature wanted; 
And had not Madam and the Devil 
Put matters off their proper level, 
Had ſhe refys'd to taſte his fruit, | 
& And tweak'd the ſerpent by the ſnout, 
« Your Lordſhip at this very day, 

© Made perfect as divines would ſay, 
“ In Paradiſe had planted kail, 

<« With not a rag to hide your tail; 

“ And not a penny in your purſe, 

* How fine a world before the curſe! 

Jour pantry could not then have boaſted 
“ A ſingle joint of boil'd or roafted; 
And butter'd cabbage, at the deſt, 


„Had fery'd your Saintſhip for a feaſt, 
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Ultra Sauromatas fugere bine libet, e 
Oceanum, qucriet aliquid de moribus audent. 


Ai ee et Bacebanalia vivunt, p 
lee, * 


Ler me with Tartars on a ſlallion dne, | 
Freeze at the pole, or pant below the line 
r ID. i oC] TB 
Or ſoak in brandy with a Ruſhan boor,, ; . , 
Or hold the bottle when two butchers 2 75 5 20 ; 5 
Or bet my Bible on Lord Squander's cocksy, 0 
Rather than fit in ſilence, while the en Ar- 
Whoſe lives reverſe the precepts of thoir pen, | 7 
Whoſe characters are ſcorn'd, preſume ta prate 
On friendſhip, honour, and the dev'l knows whek . 10 


Learning itſelf is now, extremely ſcarce, _— | 
And buying claſſics but a ſolemn farce. n | 
No Greek or Latin plague Pompoſo ahead, EIA 
And can he reliſh what he cannot read? 1 
Mzonides may pour his lofty ſtrain, IHE. 15 1 


But Hector conquers Helen weeps in vain. ö 
Though Boyle, and Bacon, on his ſhelves are plac, | | 
From freſher moderns has he form'd his taſte; _ 
Through half their title page he dares not toil, 
But pores on Q- d, Rocheſter, and Hoyle. 26 
Or nods o'er Pamela's profound harapgue,  _ \ (56! 
Or ſpouts French catches with a naſal twang ; | 
Or ſtudies in the Journal of the day Us 
( | 

y 


( 192 J 
Nay, when he would eſſay to think or "_ 25 
t mice the mountain uſhefs into li 

As whether Swift his chaflity Gro d, 

Why Lee went mad, and whether Otway ſtarv'd; 

Why Addiſon; was hen-peck?d by his wife, * 

And ſteep'd in port the poſtſcript of his life; 30 

Goldſmith how flow, how rapid Fielding wrote, 

How cheaply Steele his Tatler eſſays bought, 

Why beaſtly Johnſon 'ne'er a nighteap wore, 

Why Pope was peeviſh when his lungs were ſore, 

Why flannel, ſhirts in winter he put on, 335 

And ſtew'd and pick'd his lampreys to the bone, 

Was proud with traſh the poſt- office to cram, 

And made wry fates while he ſipp'd a dram ; 

Why Dryden in a club of fools grew dumb, | 
What Cambridge beadle pepper'd Milton's TER $00 

How ruſtic Shakefpeare could not ſpell his name, * 

And fpurn'd both poſthumous and preſent fame; 

While that tremendous trump'r y, term'd his notes, 

Whole reams of volumes in ſucceſſion blots ; 

Where page on page 1 "pedant can afford, 45 

To fix the ſpelling of one worthleſs word. anna 
To royal ſcenes anbther gobſe quilt wars, 

A Charles, an Edward, or * an Henry? 8 Whores; 

Or ſtrains the pureſt diction to exprels, oY 

The wit and chaſtity of virgin "Bets'; © © | 

What gowns, and ruffs, and e 0 ſhe "_ 


How well ſhe danc'd, and box H, and rhim'd, and ſwore; 


Her maids of honour with a knife would hack,” 
And ſtrain her ebaplain or; her viceroy's' back. ® 


© As King wilt es Mga Lan & e 


authority, we have ofly had three female fovereigns in Engliſh hiſ- 
tory. Of theſe ladies, the laſt was a mete puppet, governed by fe- 


tnale goſſips, and died in the midſt of her days of dram-drinking. 
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What ſpotleſs honour warm'd each James's heart, 55 


How well poor Mary play'd a veſtal's part; 


How many pregnant wives at once fell dead, 
When Common Senſe knock'd off the martyr's head; 
How well Dutch William lov'd a plate of peaſe, | 
And if John died by prieſteraft or diſeaſe. 60 
Another band of yet ſuperior ſkill, LA gbd! 
Trace valiant Arthur's march from Hill to hill; 
Can tell within ten minute at the moſt. 
When Canute landed on the Kentiſh coaſt ; F | 
How many cut-throats Cumbria's ſceptre fouy "g; Qt? 
What vile hobnails a Mercian hammer made, t ' 
When firſt Mancunium from a pig: ſtye turn'd, 
When firſt in Saxon chimnies charcoal burn'd . 
Whether from Wales or Galloway the route, | 
Of Noah's grandſons for Terne ſet out; 70 
What crowns of gold the kings of Munfter wore, 
Ere Spartan's cuckold touch'd the Trojan ſhore. 
The feudal Sage at learned length deſcribes 
The generous virtues of the German tribes, 


ters in that royal catalogue. For ſurely, it would be injuring even 

the Immortal Rxronscxn, to compare him with either of his daugh- 

ters. The two female Regents, Margaret and Iſabella, do not bet- 

ter the proſpect. The enemies of the Salique law would do well to | 
ber theſe circumſtances. 

* See a moſt pathetic paſſage on this ſubject in Mr Hume's Hi. 
tory of Charles I. 

+ See Archzologia, Vol. VIII. p. 106. et ſeq. 

f Ibid. Vol. UT. p. 35: fee a diflerration on the antiquity of horſe | 
ſhoes; and another, min — AR EPEIEg W 

* ancients.” . 

1 mid, Val. L. 5. ag. A attempts. 10 pros they Bri 
tain was NoT firſt inhabited by any of the deſcendents. of Gomer; 
an important diſcovery! For the circumſtance mentioned in the 
us angles Gn oo pl ee meme TR. 
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With what pure freedom they beſtow'd their votes, 1; M 7h: 


What calm delight they cut ak other's throetes.. No 
How cheerfully they quaff d the ſocial. horn, Our 
And held all arts but homicide in ſcorn. _ Cov 
Nay, when to age their force began to yield, Ho; 


wet he himſelf cal « an amiable credulity of ſpirit.” 


Nor death had chanc'd to meet them in the field; % WM yo 
Then as the climax of their martial whims, 

O'er ſome tall precipice they broke their limbs. 
What ſpacious room for admiration here, 


How much leſs lovely a Norwegian bear. | We 
From this bright ſource two antiquarian eqes 85 Na 
Can ſee the liberties of England riſe ; We 
On ſuch a topick was it not worth while, l 
Twelve hundred lively quartos to compile ? An 
In latter times he paints a knighted pair, Th. 
Couching the lance to prove their doxies fair; 9 Th 
Tells how each vaſſal on bis wedding night, Th 
Reſign'd the loyer's ta the baron's right; Al 
Whether a wretch from bondage who had fled, Th 
Or by his noſe, or ears, was homewards led; Th 
Whether when reeling headlong round his houſe, 93 A 
A Norman pirate ever kiek'd his ſpouſe; ; A 
Facts pour on facts, a moſt important Nore, Ye 
We have not time, nor patience, to run o'er. ® 44 Ye 
Argus had wanted. eyes enough to glance 0¹ 
On half your tours through Italy and France e 0¹ 
Nine thouſand tomes, a ſcanty Computation, Fr 
With ink, and nonſenſe, overwhelm the n * 
Sermons—but here, mayhap, I ſhall be told. 
The very title makes your blood run cod; 0 
* On this ſutzeg the reader may conſult Whitaker, Strott, and 
ſeveral other popular writers. It was thought needlefs' to crowd 
. The Editor ſhall only c- ve 
ſerve, in general, that Mr Whitaker ſeems very often polleſſed of G 


Additions w his Defence of Queen Mary, p. 117- 


7; 
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That though Whole tons are printed every day, 105 


No mortab cares a fig for what they ſa y. 
Our ſober anceſtors; wholſe' tierves were ſtrong, Fei 
Could hear, with tranſport, lectures twelve hours kad 
How ſadly ſince have matters been derang d, 

How ſoon old Slyboots our revolt reveng'd ; 216 


On Death, and Judgment, when divines enlarge, 
What modern muſeles chuſe to ſtand the charge. 
Now with this world ſo wofully perplex d. 
We ſcarce get time to ponder on the next. Nc a 
Nay, ſome abandon'd profligates declare, 115 
We'd judge to the moſt purpoſe when got thre. e 
Unleſs another Omar ſhall ariſe, 
And with ten thouſand boneſires gild the ſkies ; 
The furface of our globe muſt ceaſe to hold 
The monthly mountains into calf- in roll'd. 129 
The quack, attorney, eritic, and divine, 
All in peculiar paths pretend to ſhine. 
The bladder one informs you how to probe, 
The next, in ſpite of Tyburn, how to rob; 
A third would cenſure works he cannot ſpell, 125 
A fourth engraves a folio map of hell. * : 
Your patriot ſhews the miniſter a fool, 
Your half-pay captain how to flaſh by rule. 
One quarto teaches how to break a horſe, 
One how bad parſnips may be turn'd to worſe z 130 
From Cambden topographers take thewint, 
And every parith ruſhes into print. 
Read Burke's eternal letter to an end, 
Or crack-brain'd Boſwell on his tour attend; f 


* The Editor has aftually ſeen ſuch a map, i jo he from af a large 
volume, tranſlated, if he has not forgotten, from the original of 2 
German. 

T The degrees of contempt are not infinite, and a character ar- 


3 by being placed „„ 
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Pope, bury'd in the mire of Warton's Kull. 135 
So trite, perplex'd, impertinent, and dull zu | 
Or Warburton's divine legation bore, We wed 
And all the“ ſacred” ſoenes of Hannah More; 
Thoſe letters Lady Wortley never wrote, | 
Or Craven's ſcrawls ſo innocent of thought, 140 
Or Joſeph Marſhall's jaunt, where by the bye, - 
Through four thick volumes every word's a lie 
Or modeſt Bellamy's important tale, 
So archly fitted for a bagnio ſale; | 
Where the pert harlot, ſpouting fooliſh plays, 1 
In place of infamy demands our praiſe; 
Or honeſt Mirabeau's hiſtorick ſpy, 
To which a halter only ſhould reply; 

Or poor Roufleau's unfortunate detail, 
Of all that bedlam bluſhes to unveil; Etro AS 
Thoſe five portentous tomes about a fiddle, 
Nor Oedipus nor Hawkins could unriddle ; 
Or the bright anthems of our birth-day bard ; 
If yet one verſe the barber's tongs have ſpar'd ; | 
Piozzi's chat, the noveliſts of Lane, | 155 
That paragon of peerage, Lady Vane; | 
Or Anna Yearſeley's admirable note, 
Sweet as the yardling of a ſcreech owl's throat i 


# fog chord RE 

+ No ſuch perſon ever exiſted. 

} See his Confeſſions, in four or five volumes. 

An eminent London bookſeller who advertiſes. for MSS. He 
can hardly be blamed for ſelling what the public chuſe to buy. 

$ This is the Briſtol milk-woman. Her reception juſtifies the 
remark that © Wonder, uſually accompanied by a bad taſte, looks 
out only for what is uncommon ; and if a work comes abroad un- 
der the name of a Threſher, a Bricklayer, or a Lord, n 
be eagerly ſought after by the million.” 

Intr oduction to Sheridan's Life of Swift. 
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Then with contemptuous pity ſhall you ſay, | * 
now much good paper has been caſt away; 160 
| That paper which (a far ſuperior uſe) 

Might well have ſerv'd our honeſt Mother Gooſe, , 

Or Bunyan's Progreſs to the world to come, 

The Seven Wiſe Maſters, Whitfield, and Tom Thumb. 
a Sagacious Elphinſtone ! thou bard divine 165 

Did ever dulneſs eke ſuch traſh as thine; - | 

Who has not heard where aal works are nam'd, 

What precious metre thy great hand has fram' d. 

Skilful alike to cenſure and to praiſe, 

An arch ſpectator of Rome's darker days, 170 

Long Martial charm'd the world, and charms it ſtill, 

But what a monſter iſſues from thy quill ; 

While all our boys are cruelly perplex'd, 

What volume is the verſion or the text; 

* WH Admiring which of theſe can be the tongue, 175 

In which, for plumb-cake, they have pled fo long, 

Such precious facts from Learning's fountain pour, 

To vamp the volumes of the yacant hour; 

Far ſooner ſhall I in the Herald read. 

y What ſchemes are hatching in the Premier's head; 180 

Why laſt night's privy council ſat ſo late, | 

What ſhare each member bore in each debate; 

What the Grand Turk when not a ſoul was near, 

Whiſper'd one morning in the Muſti's ear; 

Why Upper Egypt.to revolt intends, | 185 

Why France, and Corſica, continue friends; 
| Whether, when ninety lagging years run out, - 

? A pope has dy d of ratſbane or the gout; - 

What ſhops with port his majeſty ſupply, -- 
Or how well ſcaſon'd his laſt 'Glo'fter-pye ; 190 
Why the Mogul ſtruck off his Vizier's head. 
Why fools tranſlate before they learn to read; 

Where with the moſt convenience mares are bled, 


i What dutcheſs with her barber's caught a- bed ; 
8 


e 
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What jockey dukes are juſt arriv'd in town, IT 
How oft Mendoza knock'd poor Humphries down ; 

What ſaving project Sherry has to broach, 2 

What azure ſattin lin'd ſome bankrupt's conch; | 

How tennis and quadrille diſſolve his gold, 

His ſtud how dearly bought, how cheaply ſold; 200 

| How young Squire Bubble on his private ſtage, 
Eclips'd all parrots of the pre ſent age; 1 | 

How tenderly Miſs Tumbledowir behav'd,' 

How Chamont ſcamper d, and Monimia rav'd ; 

And how their audience, while Champaign run os, 205 

Extoll'd the farce, below contempt before; 

With what refinement Pacherotti ſings, + 

How nimbly on the ſaddle Aſtley ſprings; 

Of ſapient aldermen with turtle gorg'd, | 

Of invalids for tippling porter (cohrga; © . 2 

What widow wiſhes for an active mate, . 

When Charger covers at the loweſt rate; 

What lottery- office deals the richeſt ſhower, 

What a French pedagogue demands per hour ; 

The price of waſh-ball, lavander, and hops, 215 

What reſurrections follow Maredant's drops; 


+ Beccaria tells us, that it was lately the cuſtom for Italian bar. 
bers to write upon the fign above their ſhop doors, * Boys geldel 
here in the neateſt manner,” On reading this, we raſhly infer, 
that ſuch artiſts muſt be the very dregs of mankind. But, thoſe 
who encourage the practice are certainly far more culpable. 

We are juft now. informed by the daily papers, that there has 
been a numerous meeting of our nobility; at London, to conſult a. 
bout rebuilding the. Opera Houſe; and that an hundred thouſand 

will be wanted. It would be in vain to remind ſuch peo- 
ple, of the ſuperior propriety of paying off their tradeſmen, or of 2- 
bating a year's rent to a diſtreſſed tenant. A Roman ſenate, aſſem- 
bling to deliberate about the cookery of Domitian's mullet, formed 

a leſs prominent objeR of ridicule, | ct 


See Juyenal, Sat. IV, 
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And how all mortal, and immortal ills 
Shrink from the fight of Leake's venereal pills. 
We need not ſigh for Plautus or Moliere, 
The Whitehall Poſt ſupplies their purpoſe here. 220 
Dulneſs itſelf muſt ſmile at the review, | 
And Zion's ſage would own there's Something Py 
Figures ſo rapid on the canvas riſes 
Such happy groupes-the gazetteer ſupplies. 
Who but with raptures of reſpe& muſt hear, 22 - 
That ſix grey ponies ſmoak'd beneath a peer: 
What banker's clerk at Dover has been ſtopt, 
What chopping baſtard in a privy dropt; 
What generous foes avoid to fire with ball, 
What taylor's wife hates footmen when they're tall; 230 
His bride what porter in à rope has bought, 
What player pimps, what parſon's forg'd a note; 
Where teeming maids retirement may enjoy, 
What quacks a fœtus in the womb deftroy ; + © 
Rats how to kill, and buitterflies preſetve, | 235 
What taols ren and what patriots ſtarve ; 
How ſome raſh family the worldican fpare; © 
Was beggar'd for the murder of a hare ; 
And how ſome wretch want now compels to beg, 
Pick'd berries till a man- trap crath'd his leg; 240 
Or ſhot. the pigeons that deſtroy d his corn, | 
And from his ploughſhare was to Bridewelt torn ; 
Why tars with Anſon who went round the world, 
Were down a ſuinking hold in handcuffs hurl'd; 


* Juvenal mentions a Roman conſtil who drove: his chariot by 
moon light ; but adds, that at the expiration of his office, he would 
drive it in broad day. Such men ſeem to upbraid the prepoſteraus 
ways Fortune, and almoſt juſtify the remark of Luther. A 

« ſtone knows its ſtone; and an afs knows that he's but an aſs.” 

+ In Forſter's elegant account of one of Cook's voyages, there is 
inſerted a copy of an advertiſement to this purpoſe, with'ſeine te- 
fleQions on its nature and tendency. ; 


* 
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Wat heireſs with her father's groom was ſeen, 
O'erleap each toll-bar *twixt and Gretna Green; 
What dotard with a wench of twenty-one, 
In queſt of cuckoldom to church hath gone ; 
Of Fortune's envy, what a fatal proof, | 
When an old nail run through Sir Peter's hoof ; 
Or where, with veniſon, laſt Monday kill'd, 
Your paunch for half a guinea may be fill'd, 

Facts more important ſtill, they oft diſplay, . 
When Vice, triumphant, bhinders into day; 
What Lord Chief Juſtice a harangue has made, 255 
To prove 'tis wrong to call a ſpade a ſpade, 
And better wide from guilty trath to ſteer, 
Than plunge in Newgate's offals for a year; 
What borough-candidate contriv'd to ſpend = 
All he was worth, and all his friends would lend; 260 
With pedlars, chimney-ſweeps, and butchers din'd, 
With tuns of porter every tavern lin'd, . 
Danc'd with each bumpkin beauty of the town, 
Pledg'd every toaſt, drank all his pledges down ; 
Whole troops of bruiſers'to the Huſtings bronght, 26; 
And miſs'd his purchaſe by a carman's vote. 

But moſt of all we're happy in the hour, 
When Fox and Pitt their vocal amn. 
When ſome exciſe act into rags is torn, pit 34 
And mutual taunts are dealt with mutual ſcorn, 270 
What ſtrength of lungs and logic are diſplay d., 
A ſcene where Tully, might have learn'd his trade ; 
What rich embelliſhments the farce would bear, 


But tis full time to halt in our career. 
7 


1 ] | 
A CHARACTER. | = 
Or men alive North Britain's bleſt in, | 
On whom the poor depend for bread ; | | | | 
There's one of whom they're oft inſiſting, 
We hardly could ſupply his ſtead; 
3 


That he, in Friendſhip's walk, hath ſhone, 
Like Hannibal in arms, unrivall'd and alone. 


Let ſickneſs kill his ploughman” 8 battle 


Or Auguſt rot their crops with rain, 
He does not flog them into battle, 


Arreſt, impriſon, and diſtrain; 16 
No grinding ſtatute is diſtorted, 
But every tear wip'd off, and every nerve ſupported; : 


While ſome whole douds of ans brood, 

To pick the farmer's wheat when fown, © 

And ſixty pair of blood hounds lead, 15 
To tread the ripen'd harveſt down, | 

And ſtrip the cow-herd's only coat, 

Fo fell. partridge warth « grout. 

Ye dire diſpenſers of the peace, Aan n 
On every Ms A tat toS vl? 1425534 gy 
Prom forcing our abhorrence, ceaſe ; N 1 1 
And follow his fublime example. 


* « John Jeſſop was fined at the Public Office; r 
for being concerned with Newton, who was fined laſt week in 
" the ſame ſum for ſhooting a cock pheaſant. He could not pay, 
„and was ſent to the Correction Houſe for three months.” Vide 
London Papers, November 1789. So much for ENGLISH Liberty! 
Wem. What loſs would enſue to ſociety, lb wee 
larope wege exterminated? | 
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No more ſhall nations pray, and hope; 
To ſee your worſhips dangle in a rope. 


Ye Pharoahs of this generous age, | 1 4 
Who ſcourge your vaſſals to diſtraction! 
Can ye by venting fruitleſs rage, 
Feel his tranſcendent ſatisfaction, 
Who cloſes life as he began, 
Exiſting but to aid the miſeries of man? 30 


25 


When db ſought aims 3 in vain, 
Had ſuch a friend adorn'd his flock, 
No care had gall'd Aſpaſia's ſwain 7 
About the purchaſe of a cloak; 
Eis teacher's every wiſh had been 30 
Supply'd that mage 'twas foreſeen. 


Could L in all its Fae expreſs, 

- How bright a ray his boſom pierces, 

Genius might envy my ſucceſs, | 

And Candour vindicate my verſes. 40 
The mite of Virtue, in the world, | 
To Lethe ought not to be hurl'd: 


A benefactor to 3 
More frank, more tender, and more true, 
Exhauſtleſs Dryden never feign'd, 45 
His darling Shakefpeare'never drew ; 
Nor Chatterton had begg'd in vain, 


__ Butler met, from him, with 8 — cold diſdain. 


N Thus having dightly ſketch'd his . . 
nme er 


a ede ee e elbe 
houſe to learn the beauties of rhetoric from xn converſation! 
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Trump all his human frailties forth, 
All which a Bozzy would rehearſe; 
And ſing the ſad reſolves of Pate, 


That he ſhould ne'er approach the glories or the bert 


Firſt, then, he wants (we * deny) 49 
All the moſt ſplendid marks of wealth, - 
He watches, with an Alfred's exe 
His time, his meney, and his health ; 
T' oblige all mankind ſeems as willing | 
As though he were not worth a ſhilling. — 2 


Nay, worſe, he has not rear'd a ſtud, 8 
Nor gives the jockey crew protection; 


Nor forces perjury to bud, 


By carving votes for an election; 
But rarely ſpeculates in cocks, 65 
Or gallops eighty leagues to ſee two butchers box. 


He knows, moſt dully, what he's doing; 

Nor builds, and plants, and feaſts for ever; 
Nor throws a farm-houſe into ruin, 

To elear his proſpect to the river; 70 
The charm of ſolitude can prize, 


Nor . affrighted flies: 


And though his talents are refin'd, 
Without a grain of affectation, 

And, had their maſter ſo inclin'd, 7 
Might long have reap'd our admiration, 

And near all-matchleſs Fred'rick's name 

Have rank'd his literary fame; 


Like him he prints no terſe octavos, 5 
To prove his tenderneſs and taſte; 80 


L 14] 


Nor hires two hundred thouſand 
To lay a peaceful empire waſte.  / 
Sages, and heroes, if ye can, * 
Make haſte to copy ſuch a man. 
And when he's gone where Phocion went, 8 
That breaſt compaſſion warms no more, - 
And crowds their ſelfi/þ ſorrow vent _ 
Who never ſympathiz'd before, 4 
Some happier muſe a right may claim, | 
To give Poſterity his name. | qo 
l 32 vil 
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R E MARK S 


on THE 
5 PRESENT STATE 


« OF THE 
ENGLISH DRAMA. 
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THE HYPOCRITE; 
A COMEDY. 


Tx plagiary mode of forming plays, has, in our ſer- 
vile age, become. neceſſary from the want of original ge- 
nius, The ſcenes, borrawed from Cibber, are generally 
good. The tranſlations, from Moliere, fall materially 
ſort of the ſenſe, humour, and propriety of the original. 
The compiler's additions are very diſtinguiſhable from 
the reſt, There is certainly an impropriety and ill judg- 
ment in transferring the characters of Tartuffe and Wolf, 
the opulent prieſts of eſtabliſhed ſuperſtition, to the per- 
ſon of a poor enthuſtaſtic fanatic preacher, The ſame 
author has exhauſted the original ſpirit of the Plain 
Dealer, and metamorphoſed-it into a very inſipid come. 
dy, in = true tails — 9 ares peg? . . 


nal TRUE WIDOW: 
| A COMEDY, 


TH . in this play are looſe and unconnected. Some 
of the characters are outre, and there is hardly any plot, 
yet the language is eaſy and natural. We find in it true 
unaffected wit, and materials which would make a great 
figure in modern comedy. . 


T 


„ 


THE SQUIRE OF ALSATIA: 
_ A COMEDY. 


Tauss is 2 great variety of amuſizg adventure in this 
Play, with ſome good ſeenes and natural characters, yet 
it falls off remarkably, after the firſt act, which 1s a piece 
of true comedy. Sir Edward is as pleaſant and juſt 3 
character of a ſenſible worthy gentleman, as can be found 
in the drama, or in real liſe; and the moral of this play 
is liberal and good, in various views. I value this play 
the more, as I was much prepoſſeſſed againſt the author, 
by Dryden's admirable ſatire in the Mackflecnoe ; but 
great wits have great pride, and malice. Pope, with 
genins much inferior to Dryden, diſcovers a ſimilar pride 
and malevolence, by his illiberal abuſe of Colly Cibber, 
in his Dunciad; in which the malice is very natural, and 
the wit is very artificial. On the whole, the play, though 
not altogether of a piece with the firſt act, merits the 
character as expreſſed in the dedication by i its patron, 
ber el and diverting comedy.“ 35 


THE BEAUX STRATHGEM: 
an A COMEDY. 7970 | 


Tunis is a « pleaſant comedy, has great variety of character 
and humour, and 1s very entertaining, when well per- 
formed on the ſtage. There is leſs of the affected ſtudi- 
ed wit, and more of natural conyerſation and humour, 
than is to be found in moſt of our later comedies. In this 
age, dramatic genius exiſts not; and | 


. « Nature flies us like inchanted ground.” * 
: Farquhar, however, neither We. of his plays, 
Darnxx. 
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is able altogether to avoid ſome touches of low and inde- 
licate humour. 


POLLY: 
AN OPERA 


BY GAY. 


Taz introdu Sion, by way of prologue, is ae in 
the happy ſtyle and tiſte of che prologue to the Beggar's 
Opera. Every ſentence conveys an eaſy; proper, and ſig- 
nificant language, ſtrokes of ſatire on the viees of the 
times, with peculiar force' and pleaſantry. There is here 
no ſtudied affectation, and quaintneſs, which generally 
infeſt our inodern wit, and gratify a prevailing ill taſte; 
A laboured ſingularity of expreſſion, and pompous lan- 
guage, diſguiſe the defects of ſenſe and true genius, ſrom 
the days of ancient Seneca, down to a very modern and 
popular hiſtorian of the Roman empire. Gay and Swift; 
are, I think, the only unaffected Engliſh wits. I except 
the ed pocts Shakefpeare, Johaſon, and Fletcher, and 
the ſingular wit and ſatire of the Rehearſal. 


* Lord Mansfield being aſked his opinion of the ſtyle of this ce- 
lebrated writer, replied, © It is abomingble.” Perhaps the readet 
may not be diſpleaſed with a ſhort anecdote of Mr G. The famous 
French female Chevalier having aſked him how; in caſe one ſhould 
happen to be d - d, it would be poſlible to ſupport the eternity of 
hell torments; I do not know,” replied the hiſtarian, but 1 
am certain of this, that none of our diviges has cer been able 
« to contrive à TOLERABLE Paradiſe.” INNING Way Ws 


Freach,! but the W 
| Note by the Editor: 
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RULE A WIFE AND HAVE A WIFE: 
A COMEDY, | 


'T xrs is an admirable eomedy. The characters are natu- 
tal, and the converſation eaſy. The adventures are 
wrought up in an agreeable entertaining manner. The 
humour is unaffected, highly entertaining, and perfectly 
in character. All is in the old, plain, and happy ſtyle of 
poetry, which enlivens without conſtraining the author's 
compoſition. The baneful Reſtoration introduced many 
and laſting evils to Britain; and, among the reſt, a falſe 
corrupted taſte in dramatic entertainments. From that 
period, our comedy has been infeſted. with plots immoral 
and improbable, with affected ſimilies and ſtudied wit, 
which, like the prologue of Bayes, may ſerve equally for 
any character or any play. Garrick has ene this co- 
a and, as wital, we the worle, 


- EPICENE ; OR, THE SILENT WOMAN. 
A COMEDY. 2 | 


Au the 3 of 8 Ante ye are to — found 
in this play. It is equally admirable in language, com- 
poſition, wit, and judgment. Dryden beſtows high en- 
comiums upon it, and prefers it to all the Engliſh come - 
dies in his time; dh it is ul n 
FAS romania. ; ik Te <4 


a 


THE MOCK Doctewy: OR; THE DUMB + 
| E : LADY CURED: 


A COMEDY. 


Tuns is a tolerable tranſlation from Moliere. The plea- 
ſant naviette of the original is not fully preſerved, and 
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in ſome paſſages a low indecent humour is introduced, to 
ſuit the taſte of a London audience. The ſongs are not a 
tranſlation ; but they are ; wretchedly 1 in the modern Lon- 
don taſte, | 


A COMEDY. | 


Tax i is 10 A along from Moliere, and 0 
in a better taſte, and in more conformity to the original 
than the former. But the affected Coquette, the pert 
Chambermaid, and the Footman, are partly moulded in-. 
to characters of modern Engliſh comedy, and ſuit ill with 
the maſterly Gmplicity of the Teſt, though they ſerve to 
make the play more current ap; 5 on a Lon- 
don theatre, 
THE TWIN RIVALS: 

20 WAR 


A COMEDY. 


a Ub: 

Tore ſays juſtly, 

 * Whit pen love dialogue has Farquhar wrir.” 
Though his humour is often low, and what is much worſe, 
often indecent, yet he bad talents for writing comedy, 
He copies well from. low life, His characters are natur 
ral, and maintained with uniformity, and well diſtin- 
guiſhed. Bar his higher characters are affected. His 
plots are amuſing, but commonly deficient in judgment 
and regularity ; and upon the, whole, bis plays will al- 
ways be entertaining on the ſtage, though they will not 
ſtand without renſure, a tial of ally and * criticiſm 
in the cloſet,” nennen 
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and proper, yet I cannot help thinking, that it is often 


mum beſtowed on © The Silent Woman,” 


1 1 1 
TE PROVOKED. HUSBAND : 


A COMEDY. - 2 9 


e 1 


8 very beſt of our modien n. 
The characters, both high and low, are ſormed from real 
life, finely diſtinguiſhed, and exactly maintained. The 
ſerious converſations are elegant, yet natural. The co. 
mical part is, in a high degree, entertaining, without in- Ta: 
decency. The plot is intereſting, and the cataſtrophe is is no 
juſt, far merit and virtue are encouraged and rewarded; 


nee neee 


THE RECRUITING OFFICER : 
| ' - A*COMEDY. 


[Vide Romerk on the — Rivals.] 


H if 


THE WAY OF THE WORLD: 
A COMEDY. 


Concreve writes with the —_— purity of. bsp 
and all the charms of wit. But we muſt be told, i in the 


tourſe of the dialogue, who are intended for wits, and 
who for fools, otherwiſe we could hardly diſtinguiſh them, 
they all ſpeak ſo wittily. Indeed, the author utters his 
own wit and language in every character, with little 
diſtinction. His plots and cataſtrophies are generally 
perplexed and improbable. Though the language i is pure 


too ſtudied, and even affeRed, either for natural conver- 


. — is equivocal, and ſeems here to be applied 
to comedies written fince the Reſtoration. This explanation ap- 
pears neceſſary to make the preſent article conſiſtent with the enco- 
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ation, © Such as men do uſe,” or for the true dramatis 
dialogue. The characters are, however, well diſtinguiſh, 
ed, for the moſt part properly maintained, and the true 
pirit of comedy prevails in many of his ſeenes. 
THE GENTLE SHEPHERD: | 
A SCOTS PASTORAL COMEDY. 


Tars excellent piece does bonogr to-North Britain. There 
isno paſtoral in the Engliſh language, comparable to it, 
er e ee in any rern 
it. 


THE FAIR PENITENT: 
- A TRAGEDY. 
BY ROWE. 


Tais author has the merit of ſentiment, delicacy, and 
powers, to touch the unthinking tender paſſions; but 
Shakeſpeare is my model of dramatic excellence, and 


the compariſon diminiſhes, Rowe. He is too romantic in 


his plots. There is a flowing ſameneſs of language in all 
his characters, and he pours out. a profuſion; of poetical 
words, without any meafure of Shakeſpeare's nervous 
firength, and ſententious meaning. I do not think this 


eee We ame rd a iron WED | 
A-COMEDY: | er er | 


Tas play, has a good deal of vleaſant wit, od 8 
ſatire. The characters are well diſtinguiſhed and pre- 
ſerved, and the plot is leſs perplexed than in the bulk of 
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modern comodies. A wretched attempt was lately made 
to alter this play, (i. e. to mar it in the faſhionable way,) 
to adapt it to the preſent taſte. Perhaps it ſuceeded, and 
had a run at London; I am not informed, but I think it 
probable, as it vulgarized a play ol uncommon ſpirit ſo 


very remarkably. yr... > 7 
v1 
| ROMEO AND JULIET: — 
—_ R , . 0 
eie hr 190500 OO ERAGEDY. *** if 7 Aiſe 
Tax fancy, delicacy, and love, in this play, the inimit. "6 
able production of Shakeſpeare's genius, are, in my opini. es 
on, bloated by the alterations and additions; I can allow 8 
the propriety of retrenchitig ſome of Shakeſpeare's ſcenes, a 
but I do not think it poſſible to add, or alter, in the pro- F 
ductions of ſo ſingular and ſuperior a genius, without ap- ” 
parant incongru ity, and abſurdity, though a London au- 7 
dienee cannot perceive it. The very attitude of the prints 
mes prevailing ill taſte; they are theatrical and affec- 5 
ted, unfike Shakeſpeare and Nature. Shakeſpeare's con- 
eluſion of this play might be retrenched; but as it ſtands, br; 
will be eſteemed by true judges, as infinitely ſuperior in il 45. 


poetry, judgment, and force, to the modern alteration. 
It ends with a melancholy, yet pleaſing reconcilement 
of the two families; and with theſe two ple, natural, 


and tender lines, 5 
bf oy Le ALES oof re eg 
* Than this of Juliet and her Romeo.” - AB 


which the reader of taſte may compare aid 
meaning DOE ones. 
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CORIOLANUS : 
A TRAGEDY. 


| BY SHAKESPEARE» 


Jovrerovs readers will find much more of Shakeſpeare” s 
merit, and peculiar genius in this piece, than our critics 
allow. On the whole, I think the managers and critics 
diſcover a remarkable defect of true taſte and judg- 
ment in the modelling of this play; which, from Shake- 
ſpeare's precious materials, might eaſily be formed into 
one of the moſt pleaſing and perfect entertainments on 
the Britiſh ſage. I muſt often repeat, that, in modelling 
Shakeſpeare's plays for the ſtage, judicious retrenchment; 
and ſometimes an alteration in the arrangement of ſcenes, 
may be allowed, but not a word to be altered or added. 

[ have an opinion, almoſt to devotion, of Shakeſpeare's 

peculiar and extraordinary genius; and can hardly for- 
bear application of a ſcriptural anathema to ſuch inno- 
nators. The conduct of Coriolanus, rightly judged, was ? 
neither; baſe, nor treacherous. It was noble; Though in- 

duced by the entreaties, and indeed by the irreſiſtible per- 

ſuaſions of his excellent mother, he ſaved the ungrateful 

Romans, yet he made a prudent and advantageous peace 
for the Volſcians. Conſcious of innocence, he deſerted 
not their ſervice, but returned with their army, and in 
open ſenate, with his uſual magnaminity, maintained his 
defence, and was ſacrificed, not to the juſtice of the ſtate, 


For I unto every min that heareth the words of the pro- 
phecy of this If any man ſhall add unto theſe things, Go 
ſhall add unto him the plagues that afe written in this book. And 
if any man ſhall take away from the words of the book. of this pro- 
phecy, God ſhall take away his part out of the book: of life, and out 
of the W 
book,” Rev. XII. 18. 19. 5 24 
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TC 1547] 
but to the jealouſy of his ambitious rival. Shakeſpeare 
has moſt forcibly and judicioufly introduced his juſtifica. 
tion, in his mother's admirable ſpeech, which apparently 


convinced Aufidius himſelf, She ſays, 


« Thou knowef, great fon, the end of war's uncertain, 
fit were fo, that our requeſt did tend 

To ſave the Romans, thereby to deftroy 

«« "The Volſcians, whom you ſerve, you might condemn us 

_ & As poifoners of your honour; no, our ſuit 


A, that you reconcile them ; that each, on either ſide, 


- 4 Give all hail unto thee, and cry be BLEsT 

Fer MAKING UF THE PEACE.” | 

In this fair view, the "Goriolanis er hiſtory, and of 
Shakeſpeare, i is a great ancient rn miſunderſtood 
Wannen 
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fuſicient ; a fin fingular caſe! There is x curious and excel- 
lent original prologue to this play, which, with other in- 
valuable parts of Shakeſpeare, is in danger of being loſt, 
by the fault of modern editors and emendators, who have 
moſt abominably ſuppreſſed and altered his works. [ 
wiſh his juſt admirers, who will certainly join with me 


in condemning the bulk of his eritics, and all his emen- 


— Fu al congur ith. me in ohtaining a nes 
publisatian af the olgeſt edition, without any eriticiſn 
* g ffir whatever s atherwiſe there is à ſerious 
danger that great part of tha original may be tatally loſt, 
and the reſt be confounded an d corrupted by madern al- 


tatcd by ſome of Shakeſpeare's critics, they make a queſ- 
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ire uon if he wis u Proteſtant. There are many prodfs that | 
* he was; — 
tly nun 


nnen u., . 
THE FIRST PART OF HENRY Iv. | 
Sn AKESPEARE'S genius upon, and tranſcenda at 


ance, all the rules of 1 = the dull folemnity 24 
critics, in this admirable play. Too much of the inal 
is ſuppreſſed. But this commendation is due to pax} eu 
reformers, that none of them have dared to alter a word, 
or to add a word, in the parts of the Henrys and Falſtaff. 
What Dryden, playing on che word, ſays, of the Church 
of England, may be applied here, 
« 8 en Mu, 


TH, SECOND PART or HENRY ry: 


Tax capital characters are preſerved with r 
ſormity and variety in this Second Part, though it pleaſes. 
not the critics, and the million, ſo well as the Firſt. 


* After all, it ſeems extremely doubtful, whether Shakeſpeare 
was a Proteſtant, or any thing elſe 5 for the ghoſt in Hamlet is a 
zealous Roman Catholic. The following ſentence, in the 

= COLNE IO IS IE «If 5 

« defy 4 this ſpleen, and will laugh yourſelves inte filitches, follow = 
me; yond gull Malvolio is turned Heathen, a very fedegado; rom 
„ THERE Is NO CHRISTIAN, THAT MEANS TO BE SAV'D BY BE- 
* LIEVING RIGHTLY, CAN EVER BEMEVE SYCH 1MPQSSIBLE PAS- 
„ SAGES OF GROSSNESS.” On another paſſage, in the ſame play, 
Dr Johnſon obſerves, that, li were much to be wiſhed, that 
+ Shakeſpeare, in this, and ſome other paſſages, had not ventured. 
- © tut AAR tn 4 en play, be Fiicties the u. 
fine of a future fate. - | Note by the Azthior; 


+ Our Cit ha hrs, for once, eue i cen takelpearey, 
DESIRE is the common reading. . 
Ug 
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5 — have taken monſtroys W 
this play, and have ſuppreſſed whole ſcenes, ſome of them 
in the higheſt ſtyle of Shakeſpeare's excellence. For this 
infamous depredation, the Jovers of Shakeſpeare can on. 
ly be indemnified, by reſorting to the original. For one 
example, the firſt ſcene may be ranked with the higheſt 
: and beſt of Shakeſpeare's writings, yet is totally ſuppreſſed 
in this play, though it has been almoſt wholly introduced 
by Colley Cibber, into different * of what he called 
bis Richard the Third. | 


L 
— i 


THE TEMPEST; ; 
* COMEDY. 


Ta play is one of the 88 of Shakeſpeare's genius, 
He flies into the regions of romance, and imagination, 


and yet forms characters 200 Sages that ſeem natural 
and credible. | 


THE ALCHYMIST: 
A COMEDY. 


* 


A 5,04, BY BEN JOHNSON. 


Tx alterations and additions in this play, were fram- 
ed by Garrick, to make his London audience laugh, and 


ſo are good for nothing. 
THE CHANCES: 
A COMEDY. 


Tais is the only old play which has been altered to ad- 
vantage; becauſe it is the only one altered by a man of 
true taſte and genius. This was Buckingham. I hardly 
know a more amuſing play for the ſtage, or the cloſet. 


88 S8 FEZ 


PS 2 


157 1 


Here is no conſirained improbable plot, no modern ſtu- 
died language and affected wit; but comical adventure, 
eaſy converſation, natural humour, and true character, 
ſuch as comedy ought to be, amn 


THE SPANISH FRIAR: 
A TRAGI-COMEDY. . 


Dzvven had many excellencies, and many faults. His 

dramatic pieces are generally bombaſt in the poetry, and 
abſurd in the plots, and were juſtly the main butt of Bucs 
kingham's wit in his excellent play, The Rehearſal. Of 
his numerous plays, the preſent is the only one which 
can be produced as a proper entertainment on the ſtage. 
His other works entitle him to a high rank among our - 
poets, His proſe writings have merit, though” his dedi- 
cations are fulſome and ſervile. 


EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR : 
A COMEDY. 


Tais is an admirable comedy, though it is rather defec- 
tive in plot. The ſcenes are highly entertaining, and 
the charaQers are drawn and maintained with the fineſt 
ſtrokes of nature, humour, and ſenſe, Garrick's pro- 
logue is very but I cannot commend his alterations' 
in the play. They are miſerably diſtinguiſhable from the 
original, but good enough to pleaſe the bulk of his audi- 
ence. No word of Johnſon or Shakeſpeare can be chan- 
ged, but for a worſe. ., 

I doubt if ever Garrick wrote any thing ſo well as the 
prologue to this play, which indeed is admirable. 


' 


_ AActby. 
| BY AARON L. 


W eee 
dity has this modurn poet conſouhded the beauties of 


Shakeſpeare in this play. f 


— bo 
e er r 


PROLOGUE 
* by mf AE. 


FOE OP; that would afcend 
The brighteſt heaven of invention! 

A kingdom for a ſtage, princes to act, 

And monarchs. to behold the ſwelling ſcene !. . _ . 
Then ſhootd the warlike Harry, like intel. 72 
Aſſume the port of Marsy and m bis heels, 

Leaſht i wy CER ſhould famine, ſword, and fire 
Grouch oymient, Put Pardon, gentles all, 
The flat unralſed ſpirit that hath dard. ry 
On this unworthy ſeaſſuld, to bring forth 

So great an objec, Cari this euch pit hold 

The velly! ae! ent Wo , 
Within this wooden O, the very eaſkes fo 
That did affright the air at Agincourt? 

O, pardon j liabe a crooked figure thay | 
Atteſt, in little ſpace, a millionz - 
Fee 
Suppoſe, within the girdle of theſe walls | 34 
Are now confin'd two mighty monarchies, 
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| Fce bun our inerten with your thoughts, 8 
[nto a thouſand parts dis ide one map, 1 0 
And make imaginary 
Think, when we talk of horſes, od peace thans 
Printing their proud hoofs i' th receiving earth: 
For 'tis your thoughts that now muſt deck our Lings, | 
of carry them here and there, jumping o'er times, 
nh e 
Into an haut - glaſa j for the which ſapply, f/ 
Admit me Charus to this hiſtory; | bak 9 
Who, prologue-like, n * 
err our play. * 


PROLOGUE. 121 14bowut TV 
br AARON Uuft . a 
Res, ith old ruitis, /Badow'd o'er _ bays, an 
We draw ſome rieh remains of Shake ſpeare s praiſe. 
Shakeſpeare the found bids ebarm'd attention 9 x” 
And our aw'd ſeenes, with conſcious rov'rence, ale? 
Arduous the taſk, to mix with Shakeſpeare's Muſe: | - 
\ Raſh game! where all, who play, are fure to n. 
Yet—what our author cout; he dard to try; 
And kept the fiery pillar in his eye. 
Led by ſuch light, 'as wou'd hot ler him fray, 5 
He pick'd out Narr from Shakeſpear's milky u. 
Hid, in the cloud of battle, Shakeſpear's care, 
Blind with the duſt of war, o'erlook'd the fair : 
Fond of their fame, we ſhew their influence, here, * 
And place dem, winking through war's fmoaky ſphere. 
Without their ary we lofe love's Wiel ning charms; 7 
ONION in ferit amm. yy 
Now, rightly mix'd, the enliven'd paſſions move, 5 
Love foftens war, —and war invigrates love, oY 


Oh !—cry'd that tow'ring genius of the fiage, | 
When, "0 bis Henry charnt'e a former age: 


1.8 
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* Oh! for a Muſe of fire, our cauſe to friend, 
That might invention's brighteſt heav'n aſcend ! 
That, for a ſtage, a kingdom might be ſeen ! 
Princes, to act, grac'd with their native mein: | 
* And monarchs, to behold the ſwelling ſcene! 
Then, like himſelf, ſhou'd warlike Harry riſe: 
And, fir'd with all bis fame, blaze in your eyes ! 
* Crouch'd, at his heels, and like fierce hounds, leaſh'din, 
« Sword, fire, and famine, with impatient grin ! 
* Shou'd, fawning dreadful! but for orders, ſtay, 
And, at his nod, art, horrible ! away.” 

No barren tale t' amuſe, our ſcene imparts, 
But points example at your kindling hearts. 
Mark, in their Dauphin, to our King oppos'd, 
The diffrent genius of the realms diſclos'd : 
There, the French levity,—vain,boaſtful, loud, 
Dancing, in death,—gay,—wanton,—fierce,—and proud. 
Here, with a ſilent fire, a temper'd heat 
Calmly reſ6lv'd, our Engliſh boſoms beat. 

Art is too poor, to raiſe the dead *tis true, 
But nature does it, by their worth, in you! 
Your blood, that warm'd their veins, ſtill flows, the ſame: 
Still feels your valour and 9 their fame. 


Oh! let it waſte 10 more, in civil jar : 
Nut flow, for glorious fame, in foreign war. 


| MEASURE FOR MEASU RE. 


T rear are ſome. very high ſtrokes of genius in this play, 
which, upon. the whole, 1 is admirable, and bears all the 
marks of the writer's uſual ſuperiority over our other 
dramatic poets. 

The additional lines, ſo much approved of by our cri- 
tics, are truly modern, and ſufficiently diſtinguiſh them-- 
ſelves from the original text. To intimate the Duke's 


e: 
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kind purpoſe to Iſabella, Shakeſpeare ſaid juſt enough in 
one ſignificant line; which is only ſpun out, in the five 
fnical modern ones, for no other reaſon, but that the fag 
end of the act may have a rhyme to jingle at it, to pleaſe 
a London audience. The conduct of the cataſtrophe, 
in ſpite of our moſt wretched critic's cenſure, is admirably 
judicious, intereſting, and entertaining. 


THE INDIAN EMPEROR. : 
A TRAGEDY. 


[From what is called a Select Collection of Plays, in three 
volumes, by Mr Donaldſon, Bookſeller, Edinburgh.) 


As bookſellers, in general, are the dulleſt of mankind, 
there can be no wonder that their Select Collections are 
very ill choſen, One of our poets gives a pleaſant 
enough reaſon for this character of bookſellers 


« Unlearned men, of books aſſume the care, 
« As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 

The ill taſte of London has been gratified with great 
variety, it is hard to ſay when it was at the worſt, He- 
roic plays, as they were called, were long in vogue, till 
exploded by The Rehearſal. A new train of dramatic 
writings ſucceeded, without the genius, and with all the 
abſurdities of Dryden. Vide Buſiris, Zara, Mahomet, 
Barbaroſla, The Chriſtian Hero, c. c. A new Re- 
hearſal is much wanted. 


ALL FOR LOVE : 
A TRAGEDY. J. 


[x this elaborate play, Dryden imitates Shakeſpeare ; 
and, by that imitation, excells himſelf, though ſtill far 
X . 


\ 
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ſhort of the judgment, genius, and happy expreſſion of 
that great maſter. How wretched our modern prologues 
and epilogues, compared to thoſe of Dryden? Hoy 
wretched Dryden's plays, compared to thoſe of the 
older poets? but the taſte of every age ſeems to be 
happily ſuited to the talents of cotemporary poets. We 
have been charmed with the quaint prologues and epi- 
logues of Garrick ; and we are daily pleaſed with the 
flat laboured productions of our nameleſs dramatic poets, 


THEODOSIUS; OR, THE FORCE OF LOVE: 
A TRAGEDY. | 


BY LEE. 


A naprorovs romantic play; it pleaſes men, women, 
and children, who have not formed their taſte upon the 
ſenſe and genius of Shakeſpeare, but on modern novels 
and plays. 
OROONOKO: 
A TRAGEDY. 


BY SOUTHERNEs 


Tuis is the only good play in the bookſeller's Select 
Collection. 


MAHOMET THE IMPOSTOR : 
A TRAGEDY. 


FROM VOLTAIRE. 


Tars Collection is wretched, but ſuited to the taſte of 
: thoſe gentlemen called Bookſellers. I give it a place in 
my collection, only as a patch to Shakeſpeare, and a mo- 
nument (may it be ſhort lived) of bad taſte, From this 


== =* + 4.9 $f £5 & + 


2 


S8 


> 


li 


XY a mw 


le 


Is 


SS © © 


| 1 163 J 
hard cenſure, I meag to except the Siege of Damaſcus, 
It has ſome merit; and there is indulgence enough in this 
admiſſion; perhaps the beſt critics may blame it. But 
to proceed, as to the merits of the play in queſtion. 
Monſieur Voltaire could not abide Shakeſpeare, which 
is not ſurpriſing. They were moſt perfect oppoſites, as 


| a man of profound abilities and wiſdom, is oppoſite to a 


pleaſant ſuperficial fop. A total want of genius, and 
even of taſte and propriety for tragic compoſition, is re» 
markable in every line of this piece; yet it has a great 
run at London. The general admiration of this, and 
many other dramatic pieces of the ſame caſt, affords full 
proof that we are degenerate and ſtupid. Douglas, the 
ſingle good tragedy of this age, was at firſt rejected at 
London. Mahomet, Barbaroſſa, c. c. live and 
fouriſh there. a 725 


THE SIEGE OF DAMASCUS: 
A TRAGEDY. 


BY HUGHES. 


Tus epilogue, fpoken by Mr Wilks, is filly, and very 
like thoſe in vogue at preſent. The prolouge, ſpoken by 
Lord Sandwich, is finely poetical, and worthy of the oc- 
caſion, and the actors. | 

The play, indeed, is fitter for ſuch occaſional perform 
ance, than common exhibition on the public theatre, 
having various beauties, and great imperfections. | 


THE CHRISTIAN HERO: 


A TRAGEDY, 
BY LILLo. 


Taz compoſition of this play is as full of dulneſs and 
wlurdity as Mahomet, and leſs intereſting in the plot, 
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LADY JANE GRAY: 
A TRAGEDY. 


BY ROWE» 


I cannor read an hiſtorical play, without thinking of a 
compariſon with Shakeſpeare, by whom the characters of 
nature are perfectly preſerved, and yet raiſed above the 
pitch of nature, by the force of a great and inimitable 
genius. 


DON SEBASTIAN KING OF PORTUGAL; 


A TRAGEDY. | 
BY DRYDEN. 


Tais play is full of abſurdities and unnatural flights; 
yet we may diſtinguiſh them as the abſurdities of a poct 
and a man of genius, unlike the nonſenſe of the moderns. 
The moral is rigorous indeed. 


JANE SHORE: 
A TRAGEDY. 
BY ROWE. 


How ſtrangely different is the Glouceſter of Shakeſpeare 
from the Glouceſter of Rowe. An audience of true judg- 
ment and taſte, could not bear this compariſon on the 
ſame theatre. 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING : 
A COMEDY. 


Taxxe is not, on the Britiſh theatre, a more entertaining 
play than this; and I always thought Benedict was Gar- 
rick's maſterpiece, but groſsly injured by Garrick's alte- 
rations. The curious and judicious reader, who has a 
true taſte for Shakeſpeare's genuine works, will be in 
ſome meaſure amuſed, and ſtill more offended, with the 
modern alterations and additions which I bave pretty ex- 
actly traced out on the margin of the text. The read- 
er will, with me, abhor the ſtage-managers, who have 
vilely perverted, and never once reformed, or improved, 
our divine author, 

In Act IV. Scene 3. Beatrice, ſpeaking of Clodio's 

treachery, Cries ou. 


Beat, Is he not approved in the height a villain, that 
bath ſlander'd, ſcorn'd, diſhonoured my kinſwoman ! O, 
that I were a man! what! bear her in hand until they 
come to take hands, and then with public accuſation, 
uncover'd n unmitigated rancour—O God, that I 
were man! I would eat his heart in the market- place. 

Bene, Hear me, Beatrice. | 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window R_ 
laying ! | 

Bene, Nay, but Beatrice. 

Beat. Sweet Hero! ſhe is wronged, the is flandered, 
ſhe 18 undone. 

Bene, Beat: 

Beat, Princes and counts ! ſurely a princely teſtimony, 
2 goodly count-comfeR, a ſweet gallant, ſurely ! O that 


* Vide PazFACE, 
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I were a man for his ſake! or that I had any friend would 
be a man for my ſake !”? c. 


Here the judicious editor, inſtead of ſeeing the beauty 
of the break in the name of Beatrice, has altered it for 
that eloquent monyſyllable zur.“ By this ſample you may 
judge of the havock made among Shakeſpeare's other plays, 
and in your own library, preſerve the original author, 1 
look on it as one evidence of degeneracy in ſenſe and 
good taſte, that theſe deteſtable alterations have been 
ſuffered, and are ſtill allowed on the ſtage. A judicious 
critic, yet to come, may retrench ſome parts of Shake. 
ſpeare. The greatneſs and force of his imagination ſome. 
times fly into obſcurity, perhaps from defect of our ſight, 
But it is impoſſible both to alter and amend him. There 
is, in page 34th of this play, a curious alteration of the 
text, where the critic makes the Clown laugh moſt im. 
properly. Vide Shakeſpeare's advice to players in Ham- 
let Let thoſe that. play the Clown, ſpeak no more 
than is ſet down for them. For there be of them that 
will themſelves laugh, to ſet on ſome quantity of bar- 
« ren ſpectators to laugh too; though, in the mean time, 
& ſome neceſſary queſtion of the play be then to be con- 
* ſidered. That's villainous, and ſhews a moſt _ 
ambition i in the fool that uſes it. 


* Vide Bell's edition, printed in 1774, Vol. II. p. 366, © regu- 
«« lated from the prompt books” of the two Theatres Royal in Logs 
don. 
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THE COUNTRY WIFE: 
A COMEDY. 
BY WYCHERLY. 


. 


Taens are wit, humour, eaſy and lively converfation, 
variety of character, and pleaſing adventure in this play. 
But there is a very unpardonable want of delicacy and 
decency. A lewd young fellow gains full credit to a re- 
port, that he had, by a faſhionable misfortune, loſt his 
virility.. By this means, he cuckolds all the buſbands, 
and lies with all the women of the drama. There are, 
however, weak ſcenes in the play, improbabilities, and, 
I think, the charaQters both of Pinchwife and Sparkiſh 
are outre. 

To make a dance of cuckolds at the end of this play, 
is a judicious conduct in the author, but a ſhameleſs ex- 
hibition on a public theatre. 


THE CITY WIVES; OR THE CONFEDERACY: 


A COMEDY, 


BY VANBURGHs 


Tais is one of thoſe plays which throw infamy upon the 
London ſtage, and general taſte, though it is not deſti- 
tute of wit and humour. A people muſt be in the laſt 
degree depraved, among whom ſuch public entertain- 
ments are produced and encouraged. In this ſymptom 
of degenerate manners, we are, I believe, unmatched 
by any nation that is, or ever was, in the world. There 
is one good line in the epilogue F but neither judgment 
nor moral in the play, though thzre are ſtrokes of wit, 
and ſome detached ſcenes of humour in it. 
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THE SUSPICIOUS HUSBAND: 
A COMEDY, 


BY HOADñLT. 


Ir is well that I am only a private critic, otherwiſe 1 
could hardly avoid being torn to pieces for many offen- 
ces; and, among the reſt, for avowing no great admira- 
tion of this play. Perhaps, even in the ſmall circle of 
readers, who may chance to meet with, and chuſe to 
read my ode, irregular remarks, ſome few may not ma- 
terially differ from my opinions. But as I have broke all 
terms of peace with the. many, I deſire to keep in my 
lurking-place, and fairly out of their fight. I have al- 
ways thought, that this favourite play is not founded on 
a real knowledge of life and manners, but upon a mote- 
ly imitation of characters and incidents in other plays. 
Benedict, Don John, and Captain Plume, are the mo- 
dels of Ranger. Strickland is but an ill copy of Kitely. 
Meggot is a collective imitation of Marplot, Captain 
Brazen, Wittol, and other dramatic good natured half 
wits. The reſt of the characters are undiſtinguiſhable, 
and ſerve only to fill up a great part of the drama; for 
the whole diverſion lies in Ranger. Till he appears, the 
audience yawn. Clariſſa is Marianna, ill drawn, from 
Fielding's Miſer. But, though I am clear that this play 
cannot be juſtly eſteemed as an original piece, it has the 
merit of better imitation than ordinary, in our later 
comedy; and when the parts of Ranger and Clariſſa are 
well ated, it is a good entertainment on the ſtage ; yet 
ſtill it is a poor one, at beſt, in the cloſet. And when 
examined with more attention and judgment than is, or 
ought to be employed by ſpeRators, it will be found that 
there are only two good ſcenes in it, 
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THE CAPRICIOUS LADY : 
A COMEDY: 
ALTERED FROM BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER: 


% 


Waareves in this play is lively, proper, and charac-- 
teriſtic, belongs to the ancient poet. 'The modern part 
of it is motely, conſtrained, and deviates from nature 
moſt widely; yet it is not inferior to ſome other modern 
alterations of good old plays. Indeed, the original, 
though it contains ſome excellent ſcenes, is not of a 
piece, and is not, on the whole, one of the beſt of Beau- 
mont's and Fletcher's plays. I ſuppoſe this play had a 
great run, and high applauſe, at Covent Garden. 


THE HISTORY AND FALL OF CAIUS 
MARIUS: 


A TRAGEDY. 
BY orwar. 


Wurxx I read this, and other plays in which Shake. 
ſpeare's writing's are partly introduced, I always reflect 
on a beautiful paſſage in his Richard the Second, which 
Dryden has juſtly celebrated in one of his Prefaces. 

« As on a theatre, the eyes of men, 

After a well grac'd ator leayes the ſtage, 

2 

« Thinking his prattle to be tedious; _ | 
« Even fo, or with much more contempt,” K. 
This diſtinction is handſomely confeſſed in the prologue 

to Otway's play. 

Like greedy beggars that ſteal ſheaves away, 

« You'll find he's rifled him of half a play. 

« Amidft his baſer droſs you'll ſee it ſhine, 
* 
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THE FAIR QUAKER OF DEAL: 
A COMEDY. 
Taz ſea characters are well drawn and preſerved; there 
are ſome ſcenes of humour and natural converſation, but 
the two laſt acts fall of, The plot is neither well in. 
vented, well wrought up, nor intereſting. - 
SHE WOU'D AND SHE WOU'D NOT: 
A COMEDY. 
BY CIBBER. 


Tae modern plays have fome merit, and afford enter. 
tainment when well ated on the ſtage, but are liable to 
many exceptions, and juſt criticiſm, when coolly conſi- 
dered in the cloſet. 
ULYSSES : 
A TRAGEDY. 
BY ROWE» 

Tur genius of Shakeſpeare formed natural characters, 
and converſation, and probable entertaining plots, dig - 
nified above commom life, by the power of true poetry. 
This author has ventured to imitate his manner, but very 
unſucceſsfully. Though there are ſome happy ſtrains of 
poetry intermixed; yet, in general, the circumſtances of 
the plot are romantic and unintereſting.” The converſa- 
tion is laboured in one uniform ſtyle; and the characters, 

ike the compoſition in modern drama, ſtudied and arti- 
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XIMENA; O®, THE HEROIC DAUGHTER : 
A TRAGEDY. 
. BY CIBBER. 
Tr1s play is below criticiſm. 


BUSIRIS KING OF EGYPT: 


A TRAGEDY. 
vr YOUNG» 


Tais, I do think, is the moſt abſurd and ridiculous Tra- 
gedy in the whole of Monſieur Bell's Collection of the 
beſt Engliſh Plays; and it is written by the great (as 
they call him) Doctor Young. It: is, however, hardly 
more eminently extravagant and ottre, than another 
Tragedy, much admired by the many, and written by 
the ſame author, vin. The Revenge.“ What an audience! 
that failed to damn this play at the firſt hearing. Yer it 
lives to this day, at the diſtance of half a century, in 
Bell's Collection of Choice Engliſh Plays. And we are 
told, is yet acted with applauſe on ns enn 9 
The epilogue has ſome merit. 


_ THE DRUMMER : 
A A COMEDY, ,. 
vr Ib = 


Im te eee ms pie Glance hg vel of had 
flays by good authors, in which Sir Richard Steete's 
Tender Huſband ſhould Rive a place, if T can find it. 7 
* To this liſt, our critic might have added Tux BaoTrzns. In 
ne ſcene Dr V. introduces Perſeus imitating a paſſage in Macbeth; 
be imitation is attended with ſome veryridiculous circumſlances. 
1 5 
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AMPHITRYON; OR, THE TWO SOSIAS: 
A COMEDY. 
ALTERED FROM DRYDEN, 


' BY HAWKESWORTH. 


Tais I ſhall have bound up with Addiſon's Drummer, as 
a bad play by a good author; with allowance, in this 
caſe, that the modern reformer has made it worſe, * 


EURYDICE: 
, Þ THAGERE: 


BY MALLET» 


Anrrriciatr poetry, laboured language, and romantic 
love; are too remote from nature and Shakeſpeare to 
pleaſe me; yet they commonly gain a temporary ap- 
plauſe from the fond many, and uninformed ignorance 
continues to admire. The epilogue was no doubt receiv- 
8 with great applauſe. -- 


« We are ſuch ftuf 
« As dreams are made of. 


* If Hawkeſworth falls behind Dryden, the latter is at leaſt as 
much inferior to Plautus. In the original Latin, there is a long 
and very pleaſing prologue, and the deſcription of a battle, in the 
very firſt ſcene of the play, has little to fear by a compariſon with 
Epic Poetry. Of Plautus, a tranſlation has been publiſhed, under 
the name of the late Mr Bonnel Thornton, and another Gentleman. 
It fills no leſs than five large oftavo volumes. | Had their book re- 
tained the bold and lively text, it muſt have been of value. The 


pretended verſion is in blank verſe, and intolerable. 
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THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR : 
A COMEDY. 


Ir there was nothing in Falſtaff”s character, as our cri- 
tics deſcribe it, but rodomontades, lies, and jollity,“ 
Queen Elizabeth would never have deſingd a continuation 
of it. But her judgment diſcerned higher qualities i in it, 
2 great meaſure of ſhrewd ſenſe, and incomparable hu- 
mour. A continuation of the ſame identical character in 
this play, without flattening in the leaſt, is an amazing 
n 


AUREN G-ZEBE ; 
al A TRAGEDY, 


BY DRYDEN. 


Tars is by far the beſt rhyming play in the Engliſh lan- 
guage ; yet though it has beauties, it has many abſurdi- 
ties.“ I give great credit to Dryden for the elegant en- 


* Such as the following couple: 
« Dara, the eldeſt, bears a czx'xovs mind, 
% But to implacable revenge D.“ 


The lines that frllow azo warty . 
cf Lucretius or Juvenal. 


„When 1 conſider life, 'tis all a cheat; 
«Yet fool'd with hope, men favour the deceit; 

« Truft on, and think to-morrow will repay ; 

« To-morrow's falſer than the former day, 

Lies worſe ; and while it ſays we ſhall be bleſt 

With ſome new joys, cuts off what we poſſeſt. 

« Strange cozenage! none would live paſt years again, 
W 
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comium upon Shakeſpeare, and his full confeſſion of ' great 


inferiority in his own dramatic talents, 


The lines which refer to, are in the prologne, andare 


ſo juſt and beautiful, that I ſhall take leave to inſert them, 


Rut ſpite of all bis pride, a ſecret ſhame 

u Invades his breaſt at Shakeſpeare's ſacred name: 
„ Aw'd when he hears his godlike Roman's rage, 
He in a juſt deſpair, would quit the 

« And to an age leſs poliſh'd, more unſkill'd, 

« As with the greater dead, he dares not ſtrive, 

« He would not match his-verſe with thoſe who live; 
Let him retire, between two ages caſt, ' 

« The firſt of this, and hindmoſt of the laſt.” 


The poetry is fine, eaſy, and agreeable, but there is 
ſomething abſurd, romantic, and fantaſtical, in a great 
part of the love, that is to ſay, in a great part of the play, 
Shakeſpeare never thought of ow 4 in this e 

« And frem the dregs of life think to receive | 
« What the firſt ſprightly running could not give, 
« I'm tir d with waiting for this chymic gold, 
* Which fools us young, and beggars us when old.” 


Weben ns rn ta a tie outs 
of Colonel Dow's work, as that volume is, perhaps, the moſt pa- 
thetic and i hiſtorical compoſition now extant. The fate 
of this very Dara, is, in , irrefiftibly affecting. There is 
another book, intitled, Memoirs of Eradut Khan, 4ranflated by 
Captain Jonathan Soutt, and printed in 1786, which contains an ac- 
count of the laſt year of the reign of Aureng-Zebe. Some letters 
written by that great monarch, a ſhort time before his death, are 
inſerved, and contain à moſt humiliating leſſon to the maſters of 
mankind. Theſe, works have not acquiged, in almaſt any degree, 
the approbation they deſerys; and Mr Gibbon has gone out of his 
way, to ſneer at Colopel Dew. But if Mr Deyden had ever ſeen 
either of them, he would at ance have diſcovered thy richeſt mate- 
ene 
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ISABELLA ; OR, THE FATAL MARRIAGE: 
A TRAGEDY. 
aLviED Hack JoviiIINE; 


by HOPKINS, 6 


Ar, or Dent part that is original of this play, is admirs 
able. 'The fable is ſimple, probable, and very intereſt- 
ing. The language is pure and proper, the characters 
well diſtinguiſhed and maintained, and the poetry is in 
ſome paſſages delightful. I ſee no modern quaintneſs, 
aſectation, raving, or bombaſt ; but there are*ſo many 
laboured abſurdities in the laſt act, that I ſuſpect the 
nodern managers have tampered with it. 


 CREUSA, QUEEN OF ATHENS: 7 
A TRAGEDY. © | 
BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, sd 


Tazms- is ſomething very ſingular in this play. The 
poetry is good, the language is pure and proper. 

ue in it no extravagant unnatural flights, no Lie 
love, no modern bombaſt. I can hardly find fault with 


wy particular part of it, yet I cannot much applaud the 
vbole. 
PLAYS warren FOR A PRIVATE 
| . THEATRE: | 


BY WILLIAM DAVIES. 


NEWS; THE MALADY : 
A Comedy, in Three Adds. 


THE MODE: 
A Comedy, in Five Aas, 


* 
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| THE GENEROUS COUNTERFEIT : : 
| - A, Comedy, in Five A. 


BETTER LATE-THAN. NEVER: 
A Comedy, in Five Adds. 


THE MAN OF HONOUR: 


I rave ſome favour for this author, on account of his good 
intentions to reform a taſteleſs age, and entertain us . 
with ſpecimens of genuine comedy. I read on, till my 
patience failed, and till I was quite convinced of his in- 
ability to furpaſs other modern dramatic writers. He fo 
talks of Moliere as a pattern of excellence, without any FO 
meaſure of his happy genius, He damns, and juſtly, our 
modern dramatic writers, without diſcovering ſuperior 
talents. In place of a pleaſant and eaſy imitation, he 
falls, like other modern comic writers, into a ſtudied af. 
fectation of nature. He is as fantaſtical in his inſtruc- 
tions to the players, as either Mr Bayes, or General 
Burgoyne. Where he means toybe either witty or pathe- 
tic, he is utterly inſipid; and particularly in the abſur- 
dity of invented names to his Dramatis Perſonæ, he out- 
does even our modern farce writers. Of this, I ſhould 
ſet down ſome inſtances for a monument, but indeed 
every one of them is remarkably fooliſh and affected. 
To do him juſtice, he has not much of the quaintneſs and 
outre whjch predominate, and paſs for wit and ſpirit in 
this age, and perhaps for that reaſon, he has failed in 
the favour of the managers of our-public theatres, - Tra- 
vellers may find amuſement in a UTR peruſal of his 
noyeltics, 


L 95 J 


THE GAMESTERS 


A COMEDY. 


BY SHIRLEY. 


Tais, upon the whole, is an excellent comedy. Though 
the characters, in general, are looſe, there is no inde» 
cency in it. The plot is intereſting, well wrought, and 
the cataſtrophe is highly moral. The dialogue is proper 
and unaffeted. The characters are judiciouſly diſtin- 
guiſhed and ſupported. There is no forced wit, the bane 
of modern comedy and taſte, and the bumour is natural, 
charaQeriſtic, and entertaining. The evident falling off 
in ſome parts, I aſcribe to modern alteration; but I can- 
not exactly determine, till I have compared it with the 
original, which I am very curious and impatient to do. 


PHILASTER : 
A TRAGEDY... 
AS ALTERED FROM BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER, 


BY WILD. 


Tais, in fo far as original, is a charming play, to be 
read over and over again. Sweet ſimplicity, and tender 

natural paſſion, diſtinguiſh it from the laboured affected 
Wl firains of modern tragedy, though till far inferior to the 
yl force and genius of Shakeſpeare, 


» Hoc wa » 
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THE GUARDIAN. 
[From a Collection of the moſt Efteemed Farces.] 


How ſtrangely different is this piece from the nature, 
ſenſe, and humour of the old plays of Shakeſpeare, John- 
ſon, Beaumont and Fletcher. I ſhould ſcore every line, 
and make the ſtuff illegible, if I took my uſual method 
to mark by ſcoring, what I damn as inſipid, flat, affect. 
ed, or unnatural. It was received with rapture at Lon. 
don, and yet pleaſes on that ſtage. 


THE APPRENTICE : 
A FARCE. 


Faxce and mummery indeed. It is not eaſy to conceive 
by what faſcination of acting, this piece pleaſes any au- 
dience on earth; but outre is the taſte of the times. 
I can hardly think that Garrick had ſo little judgment, 
as to approve of this performance z but he knew, that 
with the help of his art, and the e of other actors, 
it would charm his audience, and“ put money in his 
pocket. 


THE ANATOMIST; OR, SHAM DOCTOR. 


Gnntacg again, in place of good old ſenſe, and humour- 
ous nature. This, too, is a favourite modern entertain- 
ment. The character of the French Doctor is natural, 
and ludicrous enough; the reſt is in the ſtudied, affect- 


ed, low, modern taſte, 


I vx 
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FLORIZEL AND PERDITA; OR, THE 
SHEEP-SHEARING : 


A DRAMATIC PASTORAL. 


SHAKESPEARE is here mangled as uſual ; yet i it | fines | in 
this Collection of modern Farces. 


HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 
Ir is quite inconceivable, how this piece, flat, and inſi - 


pid in peruſal, ſhould be ſo managed, as to afford a run 


of entertainment on the ſtage, There is in it a juſt ſa- 
tire on the infamous Iicentiouſneſs of Engliſh ſervants, 
and a low kind of humour, moſtly affected, and wholly 
unnatural, The beſt part of the ſatire is levelled againſt 
high life, and is an awkward imitation of the incompar- 
able Beggar's Opera. 


THE MOCK DOcroR. 


Tar naviete ſpirit and humour of Moliere, a true drama- 
tic genius, are happily enough preſerved in this tranſla- 
tion, incomparably ſuperior tothe former modern pieces in 
this volume. The fongs are in the true unmeaning mo- 
dern Engliſh taſte, and no part of the original play, 


TASTE, | | 


Ivrxrvunx to aſſert, that this age has produced no ge- 
nius for comic entertainment, but Foote alone. Yet 
even he is far ſhort of the ſterling humour, ſenſe, and 
happy expreſſion of the old poets. He was a diſſipated 
pleaſant fellow, and could not afford the pains or pa- 
tence of forming a complete piece of regular comedy, if 
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the Minor is not one. Let his farces are amuſing on the 


ſage, and in the cloſet,” '/ 
THE, UPHOLSTERER. 


Tur rr 
populace. 


à London 


LETHE, 


Taz bene which exhibits Lord Chalkſtone is good. The 
reſt are trivial, rn A. 


= 
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THE DEUCE 18 IN HIM; | 


T 1s piece has uncommon merit. The plot is well fan- 
cied, and agreeably managed. The dialogue is natural 
and characteriſtic, without flatneſs, or that ſtudied com- 
poſition of the poet, which appears, for the moſt part, in 
our modern comedy. I am agreeably ſurpriſed to find 
r 
r SERIE. | 


W THE KNIGHTS. 


Tx 10 is fo6liſh enough, and the fooliſh bers are 


ludictous and diverting enough, to pleaſe very bighly, a 
London audience. 


19 
; - 


THE SULTAN. 
On can fy noting n but _ ide mass at 
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THE CHAPLET.' 


Tur Beggar's Opera, is che only, muGcal .entertainment 
of true genius in the Engliſh language, I mean of the 
comic ſort. The Comus of Milton is in a higher ſtyle. 
Whoever can read theſe pieces, or has ſeen them per- 
formed on the ſtage, and can bear with patience this, 
and all the reſt of our Engliſh operas, 


« May juſtly be reckon'd an af” 


| except our chenning, Soots: pattern, the Gentle- Shops 
berd, and deſpiſe all diſtinctions of South. and North 
Britain; happy, and vain to think, that Shakeſpeare, 
Milton, c. were Ur Nee 
Wörner a Ty A 


| 20155 IN HER TEENS. 


Txoven, the e ns aſſected as uſual, it requires 
2 good deal of artful grimace and foolery in the actors to 
make this thing ſo laughable, as it commonly. is, upon 
the ſtage. Hardly any of our modern dramatic poets 
have the capacity to obſerve Shakeſpeare's divine leſſon. 
* O'erſtep not the modeſty of nature, for any thing ſo 
„ overdone, i is from the purpoſe of plays, whoſe end both 
bat the firſt, and now, was, and is, to bold, as it were, 
* the mirror up to nature, to ſhew virtue her own fea-. 
ture, ſcorn her own image, and the very age and body 
Hof the time, its form and preſſure. Now, this over- 
done, or come tardy off, though it make the unſkilful 
laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve.; the cen- 
* ſure of which one muſt overſway a whole theatre of 
* others. Oh I have ſeen plays, and heard them praiſ- 
* ed, r 
” pably,”? 
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The decies repetita placebit of Horace, will not apply, 
at leaſt in peruſal, to man of the pieces in this Collec. 
tion. But travellers of ſenſe and taſte (they do not 
crowd our highways atid inns) may find amuſement in 
ſome of them. I deſerve at leaſt forgiveneſs from every 
traveller. A landlord who keeps open houſe, ſhould not 
be cenſured for a diſh he likes, though an ill one at his 
table. But every traveller is welcome to damn me as 2 
bad critic, if he thinks proper. I beg, once for all, that 
the Engliſh traveller who may chance t0-eaſt his eye on 
theſe motely remarks, will believe, that when I expreſs 
eontempt of a London audience, which I moſt heartily 
feel, I mean no reflection on the nation in general, nor 
that audience in particular, but the bulk of them, who 
are not Engliſhmen, but the fweepings of every country 
in Europe. A part of them are undoubtedly fuperior 
judges of the Engliſh drama; but their voice 1s loſt in the 
tumult of an ignorant and he vulgar, great and 
ſmall. Time brings on. their judgment to prevail; and 
ſuppreſſes, from age to age, the fooleries peſt, for an 
endleſs ſucceflion- of new ones. Thus, claſſical produc- 
tions are thinly ſcattered through the courſe of time, and 
thus antiquity is juſtly valued. 


© Mr Congreve appears to. have been exatly.of our Author's op 
Doo aha cr K 
In a letter, dated the gth of December 1704, he ſays, © Cibber has 
«« produced a play, i conſiſting of fine gentlemen, and fine conver- 
« ſation altogether ; which the Dre os — . 7 Lurker 
« part, likes ; but there are fome AT Kyo. TTR.“ 
Berkeley's Literary Relics, publiſhed in 1789. — Minden 
prologues and epilogues contain nothing elſe but abuſe of his andi- 
ence, whom he loudly charges with the want of candonr, judg- 
ment, and common ſenſe. The Spectator tells us, that in his age, 
indecency was expected in every new comedy. He adds, That, 
A 
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THE MAYOR OF GARRAT. 
BY FOOTE» 


Taz ſimple Jerry Sneak, and his termagant ds are 
comical characters. Jerry was created to fit the peculiar 
humour of Weſton the player, and probably will never 
be ſo entertaining, by the performance of any future actor. 
Major Sturgeon, a character outre, as uſual in modern 
comedy, ſuited the extravagant drollery of _ the 
author, The reſt is inſipid. 


% ga Elio La Ea FI we hp A 
lively ſpecimen of the virtue of our grandmothers! It would be 
chimerical to queſtion the judgment of Congreve and Dryden, or 
the veracity of ſo intelligent and polite a writer as the Spectator. 
Trinculo, in the Tempeſt, hath remark to the ſame purpoſe: 
« Were I in England now, as once I was, and had but this fiſh 
painted, not an holiday-fool there but would give a piece of fil- 
ver. There would this monſter make a man; any ſtrange beaft 
there makes a man; when they will not give a doit to relieve a. 
„lame beggar, they will lay out ten to ſee a dead Indian.“ | 
But Cowley comes cloſeſt to the preſent point: 
« Whilk this hard truth I teach, methinks, I fee 
« The monſter London laugh at me; 
« I ſhould at thee too, fooliſh city ! 
« If it were fit to laugh at miſery ; 
.« But thy eſtate I pity. 


« Let but thy wicked men from out thee go, 
And all the fools, that crows thee fo, - 
Ren than, who doſt thy millions boaſt, 
« A village lefa than Iflington wile grow, 
« A ſolitude almoſt.” 8 . 
Theſe authorities, to which many others might be added, as Pape, 
Felding, &c. are inſerted only to vindicate the text of our cenſor, 
tm any ſuſpicion of improper aſperity. 


* 
oQ 
_ 
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BY DR Er. 


Tais gentleman had humour, and parts, of which his 
Roderick Random, and ſome other pieces, will be a laſt 
ing monument. In that now before me, the characters 
of the Iriſhman and Scotſman are natural and entertain- 
ing. Heartly and the Lady are no characters at all. And d 
to ſuit the ungenerous pride of à London 'rabble, the Bil ©© 
Frenchmen are too much debaſed, and treated with illi- 5 
beral contempt ; though Captain Lyon's concluding ſpeech mg 
makes ſome amends for this fault. 'The ſongs are in the ws 
low modern ſtyle. Hearts of oak is borrowed, a 


THE DEVIL TO PAY. 
 BY.CRARLES COFFET, Es 


, 4 


Camreit, a org in Jobſon, Nell, and the Lady, make 
. this piece laughable on the ſtage. In private peruſal, it 
is low, flat, and abſurd. There is one good ſong in it, 
page 68 and 69, The reſt are execrable. Indeed, the 
bulk of this Collection of celebrated Farces, are ſuch, 
that if you wiſh to have entertainment, in ſeeing them 
acted on the ſtage, you ſhould never read one of them. 
If you want to read theatrical pieces with taſte and plea- 
ſure, you muſt go back to the old poets. Gay's © What 
i d'ye Call it” is the beſt modern little piece or farce, 
but is not be expected in a Bookſeller's Collection. 
That muſt be fuited to his own and the popular taſte; 
222.“ 


. was publiſhing, onr critic adviſed th 
compiler to inſert this piece, but his advice was rejefted. | 


m abs 1 
THE-LYING+ VALET. 


Wes have here n foolifa plot, mo natural or intereſting 
character, and en little true original wit, or humour, 
Garrick, in all. his pieces, copies from plays, not from 
nature ; and yet by his great abilities as an actor, and 
by his art as a manager, heigained, and long maintain 
ed a ſovereign direction oi the London taſte. 

This ſort of familiar gentleman; and pert ſpeech-mak- 
ng ſootman, arccharafters very current in modern co- 
medy; and eſpecially it! tlie plays of Vanburgh, Cons 
greve, and Qibberg but are not to be found in nature or 
real life, nor = Ne ah! leo of tome gates. 
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' THE VIRGIN UNMASKED: 


br HENRY rome, ES. 
b gage 


Tur affected lena chieaRer ct fs ths 
piece, Ilan noe erg tt, me TORE are 
wretcheds 10 


8 8 VAL ha? 04 


ur van; 
4 RE RAN, 


Tara are ſome 5 diverting, but many more trifling 
n this 2338 and pleaſantry are blended 
through the whole .of it There is much good humour in 
the firſt 'part of which has been injudicioufly ſap- \ 
preſſed by the managers. The Footman's familiarity and 
pleaſantry are not unnatural,” as uſual in modern comedy, 


2 n for. by the curious hiſtory of his 


Aa 
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| 25 1 THE CUNNING MAN: 
8 | BY-DR CHARLES BURNEY« | 
SnaxesPrant and Milton only had the power of conjura- 


/ 


THE OLD MAID: 
BY MR MURPHY. tt 


33 This may be a good piece in 
France, but I am ſure it is a trifling one in England. 


THOMAS AND SALLY : 
| BY BICKERSTAFF. 
„ Inſignificant, filly, modern ſing ſong. 


CRONONHOTONTHOLOGOS ; 


N nr MR CAREY- 


A nurLE8QuE on modern tragedy; in ſome ti plea- 
ſant enough, but every attempt to imitate the Rehearſal 
has hitherto been very defective, though there is great 
abundance of new matter for ſuch exquiſite criticiſm and 
juſt ridicule. The plays of Young alone, though yet ad- 
ed, and admired by many, afford more examples of un- 
natural flights, quaint conceits, and every ſpecies of dra- 
matic abſurdity, than all the plays ridiculed in the Re- 
hearſal. 


0.09 4 


NECK OR NOTHING: 


[Vide remark on the Lying Valet.] 


E LOTTERY: 
| BY HENRY FIELDING, ESQ 


Fiz vixc's humour makes a figure in his Romances, par- 
ticularly in Tom Jones, though the quaint and outre are 
ſome times to be met with. He alſo diſcovers judgment, 
knowledge of human life, and nature. But, in his Farces 
and Songs, he is generally flat and vulgar. This pert 
inſignificant foppery, is in the true ſtyle of modern 
wit, The epilogue is, I ſuppoſe, much admired at 
London. 555 | 


THE MUSICAL LADY: 
BY MR cor Nax, 


I svprosg the charm of this piece at London, lies in 
ſome perſonal ĩnũtatian or; mockery of known Italian 
ſingers. It is no doubt admired, for it is very fantaſti. 
cal, and at the ſame time very dull. The prologue is in 
z deſperate mode indeed. / 


_ MIDAS: 5 | 
- A BURLETTA. ; I 
1 1 

BY KANE O'HARA, ESQ, | | 


Waar power of acting, muſic, or ſong ! What ſhew of 
ſcenery can make this piece an entertainment to any au- 
dience above the age of pupillarity? When one has ſeen 

Aa ij | 


FLEE WY --> 

no theatrical entertainment but a puppet-ſhew, or a har. 
lequin, he may be excuſed for being highly diverted at 
mere grimace, or the coarſe jokeg of Punch and his wife. 
But I often wonder, that an audience accuſtomed to ſee 
the plays of Shakeſpeare, can endure the bulk of other 
tragedies z-or, that the ſpectators of a Beggar's Opera 
can ſuffer this, and almoſt every ane af the other comic 
operas in our language, to paſs one night without dam. 
nation. Yet à maſs of ſuch mean muſical pieces have 
flouriſhed, of late years, on our theatres ; ſounds with. 
out ſenſe or humour, and mere muſical notes without a 
ſingle ſpark af poetical genius. 


THE CITIZEN; 
br Anrnun MURPHY, E5Q, 


Wurx our moderns try to write in the ſtyle of natural 
character, and converſation, they fall into a medley of 
inſipidity and affeQation, bey can bear no compariſon 

to the old poets, Shakeſpeare, * and Fletcher, 


whom worked mean to imitate, 
| THE TOY-8HOP: | 
| BY DODSLEY» 
Tuns „ a mixturd'of quaththels with goo 
ſenſe, and ſome wit; but 1 it is ſo full of ſerious thought 17 
IT] 


and ſtudied expreſſion, that I cannot conceive how any 


art of acting can make it a proper or agreeable entertain. * 
many ory tins Mages * 
| — 6 
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THE GOLDEN PIPPIN : 
ur Onan, 
Tais is an odd fantaſtical muſical trie, with forme hu- 
n ener 
is much foolery. 


THE ENGLISHMAN IN PARIS: 


BY FOOTE. 


Tunis is a lefs negligent piece, than moſt of Foote's. 
There is a good deal of charaRteriſtic humour and plea-- 
ſantry in it, very unlike the great bulk of modern come- 
dy. ATE mmm 


THE ENGLISHMAN RETURNED FROM 
PARIS: 


PzoemretY, caſe, and humour, diſtinguiſh Foote's pro- 
logues, from the ſtudied ftrains of his cotemporaries. The 
+ invita Minerva" of Horace is 1 Ggnificantly ex- 
preſſed by Shakeſpeare. 

„Extremely ſtrain d, and conn'd vrith cruel pain.” 

This line is perfectly applicable to the bulk of modern 
writing of all kinds ; vide Warburton, Johnſon, Gibbon, 
and almoſt all our dramatic pieces, except Douglas. 

This play is abſurd in the plot, looſe and ill digeſted 
in the ſcenes, with a bafe tendency to promote national 
pride and prejudices, diſgraceful and baneful to England 
in this unhappy age. Some paſſages which the author in- 
tended to obviate this cenſure, are ſuppreſſed by the wiſe 
\tage-managers Sce page 111, and 116. 


c 


* 
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THE INTRIGUING /CHAMBERMAID: 
BY FIELDING. 


Taz part of Trick is, as uſual, outre ; yet the ſingular 
queerneſs of a Clive, made it laughable to an audience 
guided more by the performance of actors, than the me- 
rit of plays. The other parts of this piece are ſo flat, 
that no art or grimace of acting I or make 
e A APE der» 9-4 


. POLLY HONEYCOMB : 


| BY COLMAN» 


Tais Polly is a fad ſlut. The whole is very bad as uſual. 
Afſecting natural character and; converſation, the writ- 
er falls into mere flatneſs and inſipidity. What inun- 
dations of nonſenſe are diſcharged upon this unfortunate 
country, in the ſhape of prologues and farces, &c. 


THE BRAVE IRISHMAN: 


BY SHERIDAN» | | 
Hee is a moſt wretched attempt to imitate, or rather 
transform Moliere's play of Monſieur Pourceagnac, It 
is an affront on common ſenſe to publiſh ſuch trumpery 
as efttemed pieces. And bad as my opinion is of London 
taſte, I can hardly think this © brave Iriſhman” could 
_—_ damnation the firſt night. '\ 


. THE AUTHOR: : 


BY FOOTE. 


T xexx is. here the beſt modern prologue which I have 
ſeen. Foote has a viſible ſuperiority, when he chuſes to 
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exert it over the herd in this Collection, in his formation 
of character, in humour, and in eaſe, and propriety of 
expreſſion. Intermixed with this merit, there is a good 
deal of ludicrous outre, intended, as I ſuppoſe, to ſuit 
the prevailing taſte of the multitude who fill the houſes, . 
and are beſt diverted with mere grimace. 


THE KING AND THE MILLER OF 
MANSFIELD ; 
BY DODSLEY». hy 


— 


Taras is is a very good meaning, and a pleaſing 
in this piece. The deſign and plot of it are worthy even 
of a Shakeſpeart's genius. His execution would have 
been precious indeed. But en, mutatus / | 

| 


THE PADLOCK : 


b 


BT. BICKERSTAPF. | 


Poon enough. Yet there are worſe things in this e 
lection of © the _ eſteemed Farces.” 


THE PLAIN DEALER: 
ALTERED FROM WYCHERLY. | 


Tax dramatic talent of this age has been chiefly employ- 


ed in bungling good old plays, on pretence of amending 
them, and this is a notable inſtance of it. 


THE REGISTER OFFICE : 
vr JOSEPH REED. 


[x this piece there are a great number of laboured cha- 
racers, and ſome pleaſant enough as times go. 


0:07; 


| CATHARINE # AND PETRUCKIO £ 


Iri is very fooliſh to entitle this piece as the work of Car- 
rick. Utterly incapable was he of any thing comparable 
to it. Every flat and defective part of it is his. Every thing 
excellent, every thing that ſhines in this dark Golle dien 
flows from the divine genius of Shakeſpeare, and will 
delight the reader of taſte, like a paradiſe in the middle 
of a deſart, A ſcene of incomparable humour, in which 
Catbarine's obedient behaviour gains a bett, or wager, 
to her huſband, is wholly, and moſt unpardonably ſup- 
preſſed. The prevailing alterations of@his author's in- 
comparable plays, afford a monſtrous proof of degenera- 
cy and ill taſte. Garrick, a great * was a mere 
n in dramatic poetry. 


rg SS 


- CYMON: 
ALTERED FROM b. GANKICE, 2% 


I aLiLow this to be the work of David Garrick, Eſq. 
Much good . as a 
cobler of plays and farces, 
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| HORACE, LiB.1i, Ob xitt. Wh abs 4 
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Fans morning, while I ſaunter d round my hields; 


A more delightful day was never ſeen, -. He NN 

The corn ſo yellow, and the graſs ſo green. > 29 
grape and orange cluſter'd in the grove, "T8 
en thouſand linnets tun'd the tale of love ; fy 

The amorous ſhepherd pour d his tender lay, 

While round his ſteps he ſaw his lambkins play-j- 

And, through the roſes, n V 

Her pleaſing ber ee 10 


The blue horizon. not a cloud erat 

The! eaſtern;ſun acroſs its boſom paſt ;| ' |, . 

In awful folendour ap the Heav'ns he.noll'd, 

At ſuch.a ſcene what ſongſter tould be cold !. 2 

With health and innopence, my Heart was light, 1 1 

Nature's whole beauties. burſting on my fight. ' 
But mark what hazards mankind hourly;run, 

Nor n We 1524 | 

'Tis true, a ſailor fears the raging wave, oN. 

A hero fights for conqueſt, or the grave j | a6 

mere know their e Tybyryconian abodki 


Than ſtorms, or gouts, Ne or” 


For while ſo/cheerfully L mus d Along, 44 
My boſom heaving with the future ſong, : 
Homer himſelf came ruſhing on my foul,. 

And the ſmooth verſa tad juſt begun went 
1 p 
oy 


un 


| Ajax bimſelf had ſunk with ſuch a blow, / | , 2; 
And Hector haſted to tlie fades below: / Atmo 25% 


| Or dark December's terrible return; 


5 But Vice and Mirtus reup their full rewatd's- 
| D 
There the wro 


Frutus deute gab dne uc, long en hend, 'j * 


| And thou, ſad Ovid, chy long ee e ich 0 8 


* 


a m1 
When, (futare ages tremble. as ye T3 SOR 
The faithleſs k 


The rotten ſtem with 2 e 
Scarce could my ſpeed eſoape the craſhing ſtroke: 


Good Heav'vis\how:wearly have I thunn'd'eie-tant, 
Where I and all marking maſt. quickly coe. Daun 
Were Virgil's ine My Hum Betiehs true 
What awful ſcenes had open'd'to my vier a 
Where bards no mere me fight of ſummer mown, - 


nl Of A _ to . vn ite co 


No partial laws the weattliy-rogue gre; Gau 


watiens pale, 2 
4997977 9 ; FINES 
'd;widow ad 10 mors oorplain, © 


There the ſad r LaWe al 
See Pœtus there his Arrit' s fleps attend, - 


There ſquanders 


Cato dictator in ths NS on 


bleſt abodes 
Horace recintihg welt xs esertby OG. am 314 


I hear ſweet —— 10 
While keen Repentanos racks her fuvage n,, "7 


In happier regions haſt urri vd ut It. 
What bitter piitizjs the bunt d wretetr u . 220 

The 7 of wer; "the madhe fs df che greut, d, 
The of tyruntb (well N 10,2010; © 
deephtrifd vide the desde strebte 


While to thy 
* end ht wi dane gui motod 7 


Pn 

elne 

Sippho/pueilis de Papua nn 
2 a female pen. The ladies have, in all ages, 


K 
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Remits, for once, the togtures ——ů 
Tityus no more his vultures ſeems to feel, 
Enraptur d Ixion reſts upgahis-wheel; , - 


And Nero vaunts fuch,xerſeswere.his-own ; 
While, fank — - 
The mean Odtavius trembles at the ſound. 


— - - , —- - —_ „ — — 3 „% % „„ „ Xx — 
. — — —— > tb i — — =TISBZLET | ume 3 — 
- * 


And N the ſophiſt's tune, 
Toy, tell me you ſincerely think 
zmber juſt as ſweet as June, 


7 1 N eee s 1 
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Darkneſs, when Sebeanhoca dafre, ky IIA 357 SITE 1 
The wiſdom of their gboice we know g | - en 250 274 
And pedants, by a tavern fire. 

May had, at cod, wad froſt, ad. 


® Jas: 4 53. at 7 . 


Bat ware they: winmtetdd inadn, ttt + | 5 


$5 
For coals and candles deep in debt. 


© 4 hs 
wal 


The 5 —— ſees _ 


m 0 4; it 
a 1id he Dil ako di ny. 85 rüde rior 
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Rejoice with him in rattling ſhow'rs, | 
ar... 


*, 
ra- 


Lo! Geree Tiighoway a-gity ele d „e l 


Great Julius, 3 "oY K 


11 qorem: 1 ogghodearh nor drink, 45 


Behind the ploweſhare, and, Ike me, 10 


\ 


C s 
But give me ſunſhine, ver Lewy 
eee 


And hond « tertian or the get 1 
O'ercaſt · your Chriſtmas with a e A 

When May-day puts diſeuſe to rut, "7 TEVA 
You'll know the werth af hi bloods, © 
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SOUTH or EUROPE. 
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* HORACE, 


des Reit tee who go ther dancs 
Prefer the climate, language, /taſte'of France 3 
But who from Paris would not turn his back, 
That recolleQs the Baſtile, and the Rack ! * | 


There all the rights of mankind are a jeſt, - 4 


And Truth and Learning camped bythe pick. 
| r 
The ſame ſad ſtory may be told again: 
The mildeſt ſky, 7 — = 
Can ſcarce repay the wretched peaſant's'toily - 10 
The tawdry nobles, a voracious crowd, . 
And,monks by millions feaſt upon his blood. 
Nor in her marſhes would I chuſe to live 
For all the gold that Holland has to give; 
Some burſting flood your villa may ſarround, 15 
And half the nation in an hour be drown'd: | 


. Theſe lines were written before the late Revolution, fo perty 
ropecbated by an infhae Ocliee 
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A ſecond Louis may your province ſeize, IE 
Or brutal Burghers cruſh you when they pleaſe. 
When rage once kindles in their foggy brains, 


The native charms of Greece wo know by rote, 1E 
But every Baſſa tber may cut your throat. 4 
The ſpirit af Lyeurgus hath expir d, 1 
And all the wit antiquity admir di | 
Which meanneſs genders in s mind deprefs'd. ' 
There Popiſh tyranny triumpbant/reigns 57: 7 1 
Ferocious bravoes for yuur blood/confpire, - 5 -._ 7 © 1 
And every mountain ſhakes with inward fire. 
mann, R710 69h 
The poor remains 2 — y 


Bat Ae eee ee e eee N 
The man who takes aſheep muſt ſtretch a cod, 5 


For him no mercy Juſtice tan'afford, 
Though *twas rank hunger fred the wretch to ſteal, 


But when ſome drab commits the fouleſt crime, 

Which ever blacker*d the records of rime, 

Like Jaſon's far-fam'd concubine, deſtroys 

The guiltleſs\frait'of all her furmnet᷑ joy, 

Then, the King's Advogate, his ſenſe to ſhow, + 45 

To ſome leſs baleful climate bids her go. 

But every petty Laird at will oppreſt, 

Can their pale-pleaſantry be counted bleſt? 

Shoals wanting food, to ſeek ſome kinder ſky; | | 

Like felons from a jail, cir thanks country en * 
Then let us all be happy we're at home, 

Nor ſcek repoſe at Paris, or at Rome. | 


0 


y 
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Majeſtie ruins o'er the deſart ſpread, W290 Sul? 
Form a ſad ſhelter to the ſhepherd's ſhed. alben DK 
— — — „ "og 


And five poor bantlings bawling for a meal; 40 


Nor earth, nor hell, a madder mob contains. 56 \7 
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-* Tick ons anettentd contrncedammantatds.7 io: 
No ſtate on earth was er completely hleſts 


And, though we ſearch aur fouryy-glahe-arounds- -- = 


80 fortunate a ſpot-will ſcaree be found. 

That England's deep in debt v dont deny: 
Prelates and beggars tax ug very high age f 

rede e 

And bid defiance to the boldeſt dun: 242 + o_ 

Bux Gil our precious laws exersthir power, 

To prop the repùtatien of a were! ase 60 f 7 

And mould fenen in eee ate 
The rogue may ſor twelvemanth rot in jail, 
And pay, beſides, the bluſhing fair a fine, * eubig 


For daring ber chaſte name to under minen 


Should Honour in bis bafom make uod,. | 
And Reaſon: linger ere ſbe leaves the land, | 
Some mercenary ſophiſt bears him down, - : - eit 
And vindicates. the virgin af the to 7570 
By ſuch ſublime deciſions, ho dan wonder E. 
When wind Bakitno chances mas 6 blubdes 
If our ſage legiſlatars oer and o'er, ere 
Afſert there's no diffinAtion-edels/ar-more !-- - | 
Wa but muſt hear the fat with admiration, - ar * 
| And glry in detent eee, 
13» thor ets esc dow el apts . 
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Restes ring the frain with ge fo, 

Their lovely foliage opens on the tren. 

Reviving nature hulls th extending day; 
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The teeming earth diſplays ber verdaat pride, 8 
Within their banks the ſtreums decreaſing glide: 
The froſt is ſoften'd by the weſtern wind, 

Spring blooms, and Summer follows eloſe behind. 
Anon—rich haryeſt heaps the buſy plainn. 
And ſavage Winter N grove again 1 


Theſe ever circling all 16 5 r 
Reminds us nothz 4 
The 9 


But we, alas! when. once our aſhes lye.. OT: WP. 
Where kings and beroes fink; in endleſs nights... 19 
No more can viſit th reviving light. dy | 1 
tad who bath Jed, hat g Gall . 


Another hour of life to © HEIGHT ** 
Then ſince the farce any Juv ane, teck 
W each deſerving " AMP 


. 
Will hardly thank you fur the maſa of gold. _ 7 
And when the turf is ꝓlao d upon vonn hend, 165 tun 


In vain would elosencg gon pardan pleadg Ls we 
In vai 10 E. 0s pon Why r 
Not Rome herſelf can 7 u you om the duſt. 1 —_ 


Monks may detail ſurh ponſenſe if they can, $1613 861 
But nature ſeorns to leave her comman plan: 
Not all his wit for Shakeſpeare could atane, Ty 
And fools muſt go where former fools have gone. 2 — 
Brave Wolfe ſhall never burſt the bonds of death, bad 
en e ber, Oe eee, 0 
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on e b A WE bas mood ging? 
In quartos they ſuppoſe Le did GAA" ere 
14, that while planning an infihorta] Düg, ay \ 
They chuſe a theme too lofty, of too Why, n 
What human bellows are not fick to denthf 3 
Bawling twelve hundred verſes at r * 
That Homer often lags, his friends allow, | 
Ten meg nen have craft ut ate Wn. 
"Twas pity he forgot the Golden Fleece,. 
And other fumous feats of fighting Greece; = . a daß 
And all are ſorry when His Iliad's done 
That Nell and Troy are neither ! en Hor von. 
Why force Ulyſſes fo far into vogue. 
Six books might well have ſerv'd thut vagrant r arg 
Lucretius choſe atopic too ſubli mne "Is 
Which cannot be ſurvey'd on this ſide time. | 
And mad aſſertion taking boundlefs 2 Sz 
Deſorms the motely maſterplece of Pope / | 
The dulleſt of us alf would laugh W v1 2865307; 
That truth, in ſpite of redſon, can be * 0 20 
I wiſh, in ſailing, to keep fight of land, * 
And ſhut a bock T ſeldom underſtuncc. 
Avoid with equal care the tragic ſchool,” 
Der ov F 
Unleſs you With tö be the common port: 23 
Above all points be certain to be ſnort.“ | 
®* Canute, the Daniſh conqueror, thought otherwiſe, and ordered 
a poet to be put to death for having dared to celebrate his valour 
_ in a snomT copy of verſes, Bazvas CanTtiLexas.” The author 
procured a reſpite ; produced, next day, thirty additional ſtanzas, 
and was rewarded with fifty merks of fine filver, 4 round ſum in 
thoſe ages. 


ESFR H ww Io 


I} OP OrMMOevOoOwUs#Z FE gg gpTytCH UMHM 


. See Warton's Hiſtory of Engliſh Poetry. 
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A tale when drawni to nlarethan clmmen length 
Has fairly tir d Herculean Shakeſpeare's . 


Another fault too commonly we find, * 
That no connection captivates the mind ;- - 30 
Though ſplendid paragraphs perhaps appear, * 

They tumble in, no matter when or where; T3 


What follows never uſher'd by the paſt, | - 

Since the firſt period might ſucceed the laſt. . 1 0 
In Horace, for example, you may ſee, F 
And more than once, 2E eres x. 


Of this, and every poſſible miſtake, Kaz” U 


Models from Dryden's ſtorehouſe you may take. 

For ſuch a fault no elegance atones, 3 

To build is more than merely D Noppe. SY 49 
Juſt the reverſe of many a modern bard, _ | 


let common ſenſe employ your firſt regard ; | i va 


Not with rough Chnrcbi of pour havien foolds .. 
Nor yet in panegyrie be too bold. | it 21] 
Exalt no Ceſar to the bright abodes, 48 


Or, if you muſt be damn'd, read Maſon's Odes 3 1 ht 


Hark khaw he Sis. ſo admirably ſweet,  _ - 
n 


To praiſe the poets of the preſent age, Led adit; 


Be ſure you never blot a ſecond page. 45 
Nor try with new form'd epithets to thine, a4 


Nor let inverſion bungle every line. | * nh 


RejeQ that heavy turgid ſtrutting walk, 

Compoſe with the ſame plainneſs that we talk. i 
Swift as an arrow ſhoots along the ſky, | $5 
$o light, ſo rapid, make your verſes fly; - 

Let ſmooth familiar language be their boaſt, 2 i 
That nobody may dream the toil they coſt. = 
Obſcutity's a-rhymer's vileſt vice, 


Mankind want time to read our trifles twice z | 60 


Correct each word; why ſhould we not compoſe, 
With equal purity in verſe and proſe. 
| N N 


r 
and . 
- 


Yet while ſome Britiſh-wits affect to ſoar, | 


| In which poſterity no intereſt claims ; 


t 262 1 


Expiring grammar bleeds at every pore; 
The patriot dean ſo elaſſical and bright, 1 6; 
In pointing periods is not always right. F 

Nor ſtuff, like Pope, and him, your page ue names, 


„. 


To tell the worth of every civil friend,. 
Or handſome wench,' our feelings muſt offend 3 70 
Nor puſh your private quarrels into light, 

Nor call that virmous rage, the world calls ſpice. 
Try, if you can, to make us good and wiſe, 

In that the worth of compoſition lies. a 

| Morality's a coin which cannot ruſt, 7; 
AH ſhould be humble, merciful, 2 

And all to hear the ſermon are content, Ip: 

And ſay their neighbours, not themſelves, ave meant. 
Nor into fervite imitation fink, - - © 
But for yourſelf on every ſubject think. WF 1 100 
If#*** has told ten thouſand Tory hes, 

His faithlefs page take courage and deſpiſe : 

No faſhionable name Aer | 
The very beſt will frequently miſtake. - ee ze f 
Some hours reſerve to ſtudy every day 585 
Aud hear on every point what both ſides fay. © 
From any book fome leffons you may dull, 

86 rather than read nothing, read the 4. 

For thirty years, that circle you may run, 

And find the taſk of learning but begun. 90 
_ Yet juſt to read, „N rA W 

Is merely caſting manure on dry ſand. 

Reflect, if poſfible, both day and night, + 

The more you Luo ite bitter yol Wal write; 
Extenſive knowledge when you want to chyme, 95 
Supplies a rich variety of rhyme. | 
The buyer thinks the volume cheaply bought, | 
And wonders where you found each happy thought ; - 
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f 203 
3 
Can hardly teach another to be wiſe ; 


We reap at once the haryeſt of his brain, 
And ſee the ſame dull joke return again. 


109 


Your trifles to a ſelect few rehearſe, N 443 


Who love and underſtand the-charms of verſe ; 
When theſe condemn, be willing to believe, 
Nor to deſtroy whole ſheets abſurdly grieve. _ 
Compoſe with ardour, but correct with phlegm, | 
And rarely truſt yourſelf as far as them: 
Nor vainly wrangle on the weaker fade, 
Embrace correction with a grateful pride; 
Pore on each period, while your brains are cool, 
Nor ſpurn good ſenſe when utter'd by a fool; 
Compel each hearer frankly to adviſe, 
Nor flight. a hint from people you deſpiſe. 

1 want to ſhow you, in a ſerious light, 
That 'tis ho eaſy taſk to learn to write. 
Before you can produce a ſingle page, 
Deſerving audience i in a letter d age, 
Whole years in ſiudy muſt have been employ d, 
Whole reams of raw eſſays in lump deſtroy d; 
So many great men have engroſs'd our praiſe, _ 
That nothing middling pleaſes now a-days: 
Or if caprice one winter makes us hear, as 
Profound damnation hovers in the rear; | 
If Thomſon's Liberty was ever read, 
'Tis long ſince number'd with © the mighty dead.” 
Intrepid Churchill is but ſcarce alive, | 
And Armſtrong's bawdry cannot long ſurvive. 
Two-thirds of Waller, Denham, Wilmot, Prior, 
Serve but to ſwell their volume's price the higher. 
Majeſtic Mallet, marvellous, to tell! 
All ſuch admire as have his works to ſell. 
In Maſon's praiſe before you raſhly talk, 
Quite D Garden try to walk, 
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Some yet with Francis dose their time away, 33 

And bawl with tranſport the Norſe odes of Gray ; , 

Or that profound, but lofty piece, the Bard, 

Though John's Apocalypſe be not ſo hard, 

Great Akenſide ſo deep in ancient rules, 

Has ſoar'd a height beyond all former fools. 140 

I almoſt all our poets, nay, the beſt, N 

Still there is room to pity or deteſt. 

Thus Young, and Addiſon, (one ſcarce knows how) 

To graceleſs Lords with pious rapture bow; 

And every human virtue ſhrewdly find 145 

In raſcals,' the contempt of all mankind. | 
Ten thoughtful years may teach you to compoſe, 

Till free of toil, each happy ſtanza flows, 

Till rhyme and ſentiment fo rapid rife, 

That even yourſelf muſt ſee them with ſurprife, 150 

Til rival wits acknowledge your renown, 33 

And Dryden's glorious gift is all your own. 

For though ſome folks of tuneleſs cars complain, 

That rhyming is but dancing in a chain; | 

By practice you'll condenſe with perfe eaſe, 155 

In any meaſure, every thought you pleaſe. 's 

But what is the reward of ſo much , 

A hero's glory, or a cobler's gains? 

Do thoſe who love the verſes, love the man, 

Or ſerve him as ſincerely as they can? 

Your Shove your merit ſelfiſhly approve, 

And & ſhew the ſenſe of it without the love. * - 

Our critics bave been paid, as well as read, 

While half ourſelves expire for want of bread. | 

The hackney'd names tis needlefs | to run ober, 

Since every ſchool-boy can repeat a ſeore; 5 

Scorn hunger, envy, all your toil await, 

So bountiful the public and the great. 
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Muſt mind economy's eternal rules, © 7570 
Nor like ſo many ſongſters gift away 
The borrow'd caſh they cannot hope to pay 
But hear a beggar with their patron's phlegm, 


And ſerve the ſordid world as it ſerves them. 


To common ſenſe and common feelings blind, 175 | 
Maniacs may boaſt of loving all mankind ; 3 | | 
But reaſons bids us tremble to embrace 
Nine-tenths of what are call'd the human race. | 
Nor to remount you wade the mire himſelf, wo 


| © INITATED FROM BUCHANAN. | 
Ile ſenex civis rigidique exemplar boneſti, c. 


Berow, the aſhes of a man are laid, 
Who this, and every debt with pleaſure paid. 


Unlike the world, he fancy'd'it unjuſt . | , 
At once to purchaſe, and to ſell on truſt; __ _ | 
To reap a harveſt on raſh credit ſowon, 36 


Or hazard any fund, except his o Ww. 
By ſpecious talk he did not ſtrive to ſhine, 


Nor pick'd your pocket with a pious whine;z _ _ _- » 
Nor, by his intereſt, could his conſcience rule, 
Nor forc'd a ſelfiſh bargain from a fool 120 


His wants and wiſhes were but very few, + 
He gave, and he exacted, juſt his due; # b 
A failing friend was foremoſt to ſupply, - 

Nor won, nor ſav'd one ſhilling by a lie; - 

But rich and poor, in age as well as youth, 135 
His heart was Honour, and his words were Truth. 


. L 266 ] 

For bim no heneſs with parsen weeds was hang, 
Ne coach was hir'd, no patiſh-bells were rung; 
No multitude of mourners fill'd the road, | 
Three ſons alone ſuſtain'd their lonely load. | 
No Chriſtian brethren: ventur'd to oonvene, 

To grace the hutnble ſolitary ſcene ;. _ 
: No curate came through hackney'd forms to rave, * 

r ä 
No face aſſum'd the faſhionable maſſa, | 2; 
The very ſexton Lauf d to. ſcorn bis tad. TY | 
Perhaps you gueſs, he ſpufn'd the papal ſcheme, 

And fear'd the maſs, a venerable dream. 

But not for this we decent rites deny'd, 

He Was fot worth « penny when he died;  »Þ 
We were not proffer'd a funereal feaſt, 

Nor could his heirs have paid the prudent prieſt ! 
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Wear though by hotiour cad ane, 
My deareſt Julia to d 
And bid a long, a fad adieu, 
To her whoſe a e ht, 


— GU URA 2 Hi 174 Bi phet to th 
Weſt of England, cut His own thront: the cn ven was read over 
| tis body at interment. Wies the perddc came 16 theſe words, 
v We thank thee, O Lord, for the Marry delivery of bur brother 
« from this frail and mortal fie,” x North Britom who was pre- 
ſent, looked about him to ſer if the audience were not laughing, 
but not a muſcle w diſcompoſed.. Such farces are common in 
England. An REINA EI I v6 eyes 
of Calmucks or of len TY 
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Wel wherever I may robe, 1 3 
Whatever alien hams I fe, | 
The days of joy, the nights of love, | 
nme MANIATING" fra 4 
Theſe, theſe I never ſhall ape #mrad 3 [ra r 
My ſoul was form'd for thüne alone: 10 
I envy not the giddy great, 
The miſer's hoard, the monar' throne, t 102 T 


a 2 yt lcd off 
'Tis not for Rodney's foams 1 Gch 


Nor yet for Shakeſpeare's fire divine 3%. Wh f 2 35 
| But his ſupreme felicity, ; Tz 
jo Weng «41 g 


2 es wot 
is not thy all excelling dagen le 7 7 tag Srl 
For that we know ſhall early fades Miv & 22d 31 
Nor youthful paſſion's noiſy ſtorm, . 

That too hath lng Go eee "4 ee 
Hand ROT 4.64 24.44 4773 ; Ha 5199 if 
'Tis not thy ever-pleaſing wit, MEG gits boiler my 1 0 
Intoxicates « firipling's DU N Herten do wt 
But—tis thy Patience to ſubmit, 1 
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That an diet retain 
Tn dear 
Whoſe humble innocence can find; 
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I chant not eder u pedaiit's freak, | 171 D „eien 20 
A dotardꝰs or a {chool-boy's Sean; er e 35 
But human language is too weak, LL YEE 32 8 eee 3006 
To tell my tranſports of eſteem, ieee 4 


FRA 
alteration will not, it is hoped, * 
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Solucement in its loweſt fit jus c 1 yo. | 
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x een rt me ategin vn arg * * | 
© FROM TEE SAME. | 
n e. ] 
War, Julia, rwouldoipdrown'imy heart,” 1+ - ' 
With this inceſſant ſtream of grief; eta 
Too well we khowabathumai ö 
Alas! can lend vu nmel e mo! 
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10 
The buſy, gay, unfeel Ne £5 lis u 
Is but a wildernefartcenmes 2. d rn 7355 | 


Where wall Ane ed pete r avi 
„ 22 nf r r 
Oh! in what boſom halli ttt > * 
Such artleſs uniſon withanifat e dus - 
N 4 —— 7. 


Nor fancies, like Paul, ee x 
eee, 5 
eme own. 
A faithful companion, if fn bea 8 
With.ajndgment us ſound, und « temper as fwect, | 
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A wit ever watchful ber buſband'to pleaſe, © 229910 _ 
Without the keen edge that would ny gee eaſe ; 1 
If happineſs ever he eonſtunt below,” | 31g 105123 A 


That happineſs furs fach a coupls ould know. || Ee 
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Vet think eee 
— — — 


May — 2 WOW 3s 


be taught—avlidt's terrible thing te % rr 
And ſigb o'er h u which ever tie — 
Of all enen er 1,091 
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And pour the —— ae. chop 


Tic current week at. Gambaidge T employs. /: - 11-18: 
Un the great writer of the wan of Trop... 4'r _ 111 

e As 4 5 
wich morgl preongts. very, page is fraught. . T bak 


Barrow and Clark, and twenty ſuch drin. _—— 


Their folig Jecures nobody will cead. = Jo al 
eee eee 0522 Tw Hir“ 

The fatal. war fam, which bis {able ſprings, lein of 
Diſplays the madggſa of yontending kings. (1-99 HH. 


Unhappy Paris ſteals the Spartan queen, Ieh o gr ht 


Apd half the world in hoſtile re T rn, rl 7 
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All Greece now ruſhes to regain the . 
The lover juſtice, and their force defies. 
Antenor pleads the huſband's right in vain, 
Paris replies, himſelf dan never rein; 


Nor Trojan power repel a foreign lord, 
If lovely Helen be to Greece reſtor d. 


Thus ten long years, they ſteep the = 


For who ſhall loſe or win # handſome whore, 

But through the Greeks a ———— 

As wiſe as that with which the war began; 

Their chiefs a girl to great Achilles ws 
And luſtful Agamemnon ſeis d the ſlave. '' 
Old Neſtor roſe their fury'26'affgage, 1-1 Þ 75177: 
But one was fir'd'by love, and n u be 

And as wiſe doctors never take u pr. 
But on the patient onlystry their fill. 
So when the Rings of Greece the madmen play, 
Tis the poor ſoldiers for their folly pay. 
Atrides, to betirgp*work — 


25 


I 1141001 35 


We're told Achilles on his sddte play” d; S Mn 


And ſaw with decent undiſſbnied joy Ave 


Victorious Hector ſlaugimteſ uni dero ee 
Humane Patroclastefita'momentraith' 0 


But ſoon a corpſe by Hector's lande Was kat; 
Then wiſe Pelides Ws comp eld g * is 
And Pallas, partial hagz denay her nebbe W! 
No pity or reſpect che bateher Nel, b ] 
The hero's body fille Woy/thehtghy:oH 3% >) Go 
Is dragg'd in triumph #6t4'theitfeiblittys x 


In martial games the acediug Huren sonen, 
And every ruffian tiies to ehbat the rt. 


— 


No age, or rank, or mbritid'feverd; * +7 1 / i 


When Trojan Plunder tlupte the ſelfiſn herd. 
Such is the ſhocking tale. Our poet ſhows .. 
What endleſs * from rage and luſt aroſe. 6 


{ 


* "5 
„Till wretched Pri pays ia infor d, Wii. 
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Vis rapid eloquence ſublimes the heart, 
And at his will compells a tear to ſtart. 
But fifty vulgar ſermons ſhall be read, 
And not one texr by prieſt or people ſhed; 
Then may not I be pardon'd though I call! 
Majeſtic Homer far above them al. 

When ſage Ulyſſes wanders oer EY 
We learn what;perils courage can ſuſtain ;*. 
The mighty man who vanquiſh d Priam's race, 
Now roams a ſugitive from place to place. 
In vain for Ithaen his followers mur 


Vindictive fates. prohibit their return. Ll 4 


The ſhatter d fleet wed pen d ei 
Where the wild Gyclops ——— gore ; 
Melodius Sirens captivate the foul, --- +. 
And faithleſs Circs fitls-the fatal * 
Which had the hero ſwallow'd like the 1 
Like them the ſage bed grovell'd 3 in a beaſt. 
Misfortunes follow him in every form,. 
But ſtill he ſoars ſuperior to the ſtorm ; 
In every ſcene we never fail to ind. 
A juſt and curious picture of mankind. 
A modern pilot with the utmoſt eaſe; - 


Would in ſix weeks ſail round thoſe very ſeas, 


Where grave Ulyſſes loſtihimſelf ſo long, 
But ſtilb wer chaunt the venerable ſong - 

In vain the pedant proves his erabbed {cill, 
The muſe of Homey leads:us where he will; 
We tremble withihim in the giant's den, 
We ſee his ſailors quit 4he ſhape of men. 


We wander with him through the awful wood © 


Where Circe's ſolitary palace ſtood 
And every heart cxults when Hermes tells, 


How the bold gies diſſolve the ſpells,” 
DAdij 


85 
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Anon we liſten for the fatal word, 
We ſee the victoꝝ wave; his flaſhing — | 
And all his comrages to themſelves reſtor d- 
We range together through. Calyplo's grove, - - 
Where Wiſdom riots in the ſweets of Joves - : - 
At laſt the monarch. gains big native alley + 11 + 
Our captive mind attend him all the ayhile z> 1: ; 


We hear what riſks Telemachys had mas, 


Who would net he.the BN N uch @ ſon?» +: | 
His faithful dog gra le fart his king to meet, 
Gaze in his face, and dying lick his feet n 
Ulyſſes now a begger thaugb st, home, 0 


With needful daughter beaps-the royal .dowierr b1c 


The ſage, the hero, huſbands, ſathat, M 


How many great men's mers nel in one! I 


Compell'd we ſmother an indignant i- 
Jo hear a ſoldier capgeicend $0;lies - std [obs +: 


How charmingly.the poet. paints, wifey... ingvbe tr 


In all the duties of.domeſiiclife 2 - -- Hoy nun 


As far above her ſex har genius % fe, 


As the brave man ſhg l d Mytratosaure, - 


So ſweet her cloqug nee, ſobumbhly rest, 


That even the calmed cuaol d. curſes ſaten 

But ſtill ho fears no female ger made, 

Who Virtue's 
While thus applauding Homer, to the. fkies,i. 

Let us adopt ia leſſonꝶ and bemiles ,, oc 

For you and I like . F te 

For little elſe than ta conſume the garn. 

We, like the ſwillers of Fhæacian inen 

Think the chief end of living i is to: dine 3 

To the poor carcaſe pay ſupenſluaus care, 

W ee eee eee 

Thoſe idle Greeks allow d chæir timo. to roll, 

In ſocial honeſt indolence o of ſoul ; 


. 


the laſt ohe d. 5e 
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Pleas'd with their lot, they jeſted liſd along, YT 
Enjoy'd their girl, their bumper, — 1 1 
But you, my friend, whors Obatham's glories fire, iÞ 
Who give the ſem that aid you ew't the Tire; | ang 
Reject the lazy-pledfures of the town; | 
Nor loſe your morning b & bed ef down. 
All night ae footpd der- dong he ne, 
To rifle evety perſdn h e e zz 
A watch at mortitg td Broker bling, 130 
——— — 36s? N. 
And ſhall not —— powers, '- > *& 
When Fortune's arge way foon/be yours 3 
For ſhould yout party" in the Houſe prevail, - 
And farety fo mch v cπννE,ο, DTH W 
The grateful nation WII with raptures hear, 
That you enjoy g Sear; 
And not a ſoul ſhall buy*s'pair of ſhoes, * 
Without advancing ſomething of your . 
For 'tis @ truth you hardlyidare d˖σ 
The poor diſburſe the boùnties ef the — 2 
Your worthy gatigers tedctt ud how to pay, 
Five hundred thoufand- te; every day. 
Then boaſt no more the ſplendor of the Court, PSs 
Conſider well who pays for all the fporty on 0 145 
A generous heart the mendicdht Pos, 7 Br I | 
Monarchs alone Have nothing do beſtow ;© 
And when they ſquander WSufuν on a feuſt, 
Their pooreſt ſubjeck ſuffers W the jeſt. X 

You think, for certvifl/ Were chte battle won, 1439 
And all a patriot pats for mite your own z oy 

po2val fart be 3 25 if 

0 lik ks ti greaepinpimom——e Wa a 
fait which coſt above: eighty theuſand* pounds ! The wiſe news. 
mongers mention this expenſtre bauble with raptures of admiration. 
A tenth part of the ſum, advanced for an * I 
would have ſupplied a-better balls for panegyric. 75 


TS 


Your penſion id beyond the power of fate, 

Your party plump, though toiling for the fate. 

That then you'd be the happieſt man-alive, 1, 
Did all his millions purokaſe peace to hv e? 135 
Nor fame, nor fortune could his qualms compoſe, 
At length a pounce-knife ended all his woes 3. 

For every crime determin'd to atone, —_ 

He did, for once, whos juſtios hl have dons. 1 1 
But had the Britiſh Cortez eder poſſeſa c 160 
A ſocial, feeling, philoſapbio breaſt t,, 
At Glory's ſummit he had clos d his days; - 

And Time's lad ct echo abi rae 
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"> 27 bg GET HUTR een 
3 a n 4 
With fupid fulſome-adulation, -- N 
Phantoms Philoſophy ſurveyn, f 62% 2G. Ne 
With pity or-with deteſtations: oe $5 of «SJ. ts 
Their voice till ſtronger proofs ariſe, 3 
Weighs nm i 


And hed but Ge e | 

From pure conviction always ſpoke ; 

Nor e' er deſcended, for a bribe, 
Their betters had been taught to prize, 
That approbation they deſpiſe, - ' © - + 


C' a 1 


And yet ſince gambling, wenching, drinking, 
Turn'd proofs of a fuperior ſpirit; 

Since high-born dames forbote from thinking; 
That deceneyꝰs a female merit: 

Why preach againſt this hopefal age, on 

Or drag . the ſtage? 

unt Dine 

While every ſervile ſoribbler cries; 
————— due 

And his whole wretobed logie tries, . get 
To render viee and folly — ee eee 

Let us, revoring ſacred ſtations, d f dn 

Turn back to former — 21. 


— — 


3 
— . 


Ere men of rank be - 
At Sieben E b a 8 
Ere half the peerage with a ſigh, 

Suſtain'd the burden of exiſtence, 
Beyond the kenqely; turf; or fiable, - + 
The cock-pit, ſtews, or faro-table. | 
HAG * A. 2. 
All ye converſant but with dass 
Compos'd within theſe thirty year, 


Who fancy that a rhymer pa 6e 165 


If common ſenſe her Teeweg BLOT 2 Bp 
Have mercy on a raſh beginn err 
O'erhauling thus each ancientifinners :: wo 0 
ritt oon Yar GNR 
Troy's champion . v 
- But doom d atyoclus ta his dogs: 
With ſlaughter till yon ttenehen (win, po 20 440 


Divine Achilles acyer jaga: DN ard t:0.3 


Ul Tes, now alive, had got 


us by Torgrti bene bank note. Dia © bs 
bci C3. 060 ab i e —— $9 os 554 G7 5 111. 
3 | 
The begtie hed farely brew, 3 e ee 
229088 2 


At Athens a moſt hallow'd place, 


25 


'[ anda 


Where fluent Socrates was ſeen, 0 Oo O'e 
To liſten for colloquial grace, ©  - H 
And his chaſte principles undoliled, b trioc A 5502 His 
No queſtion why his eee l | T 
, | Gr « 
About his Dowen Gals protettes?: L wlll 22 . The 
Quevedo's viſions were as true. 80 
But was he perfect in his ſenſe n,, 1 A b 
To wed with an abandon'd e. 1 V 
When fourſcore years bud aur id 1 The 
No wonder be defir'd te Jet bas '$% e | " 
| b Denz. 247-25. 5 Anc 
Though Plato's morals e = $545 ro The 
An Englith jury would have . him ; * 
' Carthage the virtuous Scipio rd, * u 871 Cell 
While — turnngn' im. | T 
His caſh, all-worthy Brutus _—_ ft You wn How 
| a id 258 b "tale on 
, © * 30 0 4 et 
| And when his debtors a. got g= N Tha 
| He thruſt his dagger to their boſoms ; 
And blockheads tell us exydayy 7! 0h nn ws 
How pure his — — AZV beg mn 
I paſs in haſte that venal ballx, £ tec 1906? <bf 
Loquacious chicken-warted Tully, | i 9109) nommes 11 
eenmgsd Hors a0 voran oil 
Who thought binaſclfdublime: and anitty, -. ails: 
By drawling forty words for four; 


And while they kick dul frum the ci; 
Snivell'd and ſobb'& little — 90 
When ſhirts or ſil vor ipονν e lo ß; baſk 


and Ketch has ty'd her to the xt. 2:ili dof ou. 15 the ( 
T Nn bed 2 9 purp 
This famous moraliſt aſſerted. the zight Habs of prom mop + 
that is, Ga GO Decency one to if 


his ideas of love. end vic! bo: 4 oiazee | 
+ Vide Cicero's Epililes, .. rel Rom & en>d3h ! 


ſy N.B 


1 2179 J 

O'erAnthony's devoted name, 
He choſe in Billingſgate, to plead ; | 

His fooliſh tongue muſt bear the blame - N=” 
That Anthony chopp'd off his head ;* 5 

Gr did he dream that Cæſar's heir 

The prompter of tyrannicide would ſpare, 


A brief, if any counſel tries, 
With Ciceronian airs to read, | 80 
The court humanely will adviſe, "Thy 
The doctors both to ſhave and bleed, a 
And furniſh him, who rants ſo well, : < 
The ſtraiteſt waiſtcoat, and the darkeſt cell. ht 


Celeſtial Epictetus chatter'd, 85 
Till lo! his maſter broke his leg; f 

How ſweetly ſhould their bones be batter'd, 
Who ſuch a piece of bounty beg? 

Yet was the pedant leſs a fool 

Than thoſe who danc'd attendance at his fchool. 90 


* His vanity, which is of the groſſeſt kind, tranſpires in every 
ſentence. Ego multa tacui, multa pertuli, multa conceſſi, mul- 
ta ſanavi.” Paſſages in this ſtyle occupy at leaſt one half of what 
we call his Orations. His ſcurrility is equally extravagant, -In 
what has been ſtyled his divine Phullipic, ke reproaches Anthony 
as a Catamite, and a glutton,, and. tells the Roman ſenate how ma. 
ny hours he ſpent every afternoon, on a country excurſion, in eat- 
ing, drinking, and vamiting. . ** Quis interpretari poteſt, impru- 
« dentiorne, an improbior, an impyrior, an crydelior?” &c. &c. &c. 
It would be very eaſy to produce ſeveral paſſages of egregious bom- 
baſt from the ſame author, almoſt as yile as Burke's apoſtrophe to 
the Queen of France. The topic is tempting, but not to the preſent 
purpoſe. 

1 such another blow will break my leg,” ſaid the Stoic. To 
retfy his prediction, he got a ſecond, and the limb was broken, 
% rea ata 1p: þ 
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| For Trajan and your Antonines, - 
Who pepper'd all our bomb- proof Martyrs, } 
They—l appeal to ſound Divines, 


_ Were worſe than Wilmot, Wild, or Chartres. 


Conſtantine, too, ſo great and good, 
Was over head and cars in blood. 


Though gracious till the world was won, 
What horrid carnage curſt his ſequel: ! 
His friends, his wife, his gallant ſon ! 
No—Tybnrn never ſwung his equal! 
Enough of Greek and Roman merit, 
Which we ſo happily inherit. 


The wits of this enlighten'd age, 
Who ſcarce peruſe a word of Latin, 
Upon the beauties of the ſtage 
Muſt be for ever, ever prating; 
While many a farce, with which they flout us, 
Is not worth half a page of Seneca or Plautus. 


Let coxcombs, with a ſnuffling tene, 
Racine's enfecbled accepts drawl, 
And fancy that themſelves alone,” 
On taſte and genius aught te ſcrawl; 
Juſt as the frog in Tſop tries 
Ta meaſure with a bulloek's fize. 


But tliofe who read Horatian numbers, 
Majeſtie Juvenal admire, 
Forgive arch Claudian where he . 
And catch a ſpark from Ovid's fir 


nm publiſhed by Lon 
Harpes. It is greetly to be wiſhed that this waiter would favpurthe 


world with a complete edition of his works, 
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Muſt with peculiar tranfport, ſee 
All Rome, rever'd Buchanan! ſhine in thee. 


Whatever topic tempts thy muſe, 
So tuneuflly the dactyt flows, 
That Vandals only would refaſe, 
"Tis worth a wilderneſs of proſe : 
Such vigour braces every line, 
That ſober Juſtice owns thy eloquence divine. 


To paint a gormandizing drone, 
Fleecing his ſuperſtitions flock, 
The guilty grandeur of & throne, - 
The traitor haſting to the flock, 
The boldeſt flights of feorti arid Praiſe a 


laſpire and dignify the lays. Io 


While ſo much wit, arid fenſe, and feartiing, 
Such ſplendid burſts of mirth arid rage, 

O'erwhelm us, that there's no diſcerning 
What leading beauty ſhould engage; 

What verſe pathetic or fublinie, * 

Eclipſes moſt the preſent ſona of tHytie. 


Whether thy varied notes reſound 

The feats of Oviſe, the fall of Chatles, * 
Or ſoar the ſolar ſyſtem round, 

Or ſtoop to ſketch thy perty quarrels, 
Alike the mighty maſter ſhines; 
And the whole ſacred art combitſes. 


ButFer*'s unbounded flood of thought, 
Swift, ſimple, nervous, and ſevere, 

The ſterneſt portraits Milton wfronght, 

And ſweeteſt Otway'sBelvidere, 


* ChiflesV. 
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To thoſe thy text, who have not ſeen, 1 
Aﬀord a partial-bint—of what thou once haſt hen... 


No wonder theſe enervate days, 
Thy Attic volumes have negleQed ; 
For operas vile, and viler plays, 
Hamlet begins to be rejected. 
Though Garrick, to improve the Town, 155 
So kindly ſtew'd and minc'd him down. 


Our ſongs are innocent of meaning, 


Our tragedies are wild bombaſt; 
Since nothing here deſerves our gleaning, 
From ſuch a deſart let us haſte. 150 


But — Why does yon tremendous lumber, X 
Twelve rows in quarto deep, our bending ſhelves encumber? 


Theſe brief abridgement of State Papers, 

Atteſt a Queen may have amours, 

That peers are liable to vapours, 165 
'Nay ſometimes bil their tavern ſcores, 

As graceleſs, thankleſs Charles the Second, 

Too ſeldom with his Antwerp hoſteſs reckon'd. * 


Though Clarendon had parts and conſcience, 

His brain wag cramm'd with ſuperſtition. 170 
With all his lofty loyal nonſenſe, 

One doubts of Oliver's perdition. 
We tire of his eternal peri, 
Two pages might ſuffice for ten. 


What ſignified a tyrant's head, 
'Unleſs fair liberty may thrive ; 

Moorkeld's could ſpare a better breed, 

Were all ſuch bigots now alive, X 

9 On this head the reader may conſult for Letes from cu: 


don, publiſhed in Dodiley's Annual Regiſter for 1787. + 
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Such baleful deputies of Heaven, 


In one auſpicious blaſt beyond the Dog-tar driven. 180 


The mild, the venerable Locke, 
Belies the nobleſt work of nature, 
Aſſerting parricide wont ſhock, 
In ſavage life a human creature, 
That innate morals are abſurd, 
Let ſchool-men haggle on a word. 


But does not every mortal ſee 
Tempers inherent in each child ? 
Young Shylock on his nurſe's knee, 
Of plumb-cake cannot be beguil'd : 
Foredoom'd to mortgage an eſtate, 
wn puppies, Timon ſhares his plate. 


The fearleſs boy, whom nature forms 
' Flag-ſtaffs and batteries to win, 
At eight the cyder-orchard ſtorms, 
Leaps headlong from the bounding horſe, 


And drags the ſtubborn ſalmon from his courſe. 


The bending vine, the cedar tall, 

When burſting from their parent ſeed, 
One ſingle ſpecies to miſcal, 

With equal juſtice we may plead, 
In ſwaddling clothes, while Newton lay, 
Was his the ſame with Shakeſpeare's clay ? _ 
To underſtandings in the germ, 
Innate ideas to deny, is quibbling for a term. 


Though ſavage, the Mohawk diſplays 
Virtues unheard of in the college, 
We need not very loudly praiſe 


Laborious Locke's unbounded knowledge 7 5 
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His work, though one of Learning's wonders, 
Oerflos with every fort of blunders. 


That Addiſon of port was fond, 
I neither prize him more nor leſs ; 
But then, for payment of bis bond, 
His herald Dicky to diſtreſs - 
Your charity till firſt I ſee, 
The deuce may take your faith for me. 


Had this church-trumpeter beer poor, 
Selling Steele's bed-clothes Pd defend; * 
But that apology his eorps 
Of panegyriſts can't pretend 
Honour, did ever tool but he, 
In Halifax or Wharton ſees 


Parſons his piety extot, a 
His phlegm philoſophy miſeal; 
A fervile, ſordid, hen-peekt'd fort, 
ls ten times worſe than-none at all. 
For him who tanta d poor Stella, 
What Tartar would have play's his fe flow? 


What ſerv'd tumultuous Dublin's noiſe: 
His private happineſs to win, 
Diveſt him of domeſtic joys, - 
A Crœſus is not wont a pin. 
| Knocking Vaneſſa on the head; 
Had been to Swity's oboſe humanity inderds 


He ſung the ce of s Dean, 

Who raſhly choſe his neck to venture, 

* For this anecdote we are indebte? to Dr Ichmſbn, ho flates 
the bond as being for an hundred pounds; and ro Dr Piercy, who 
_ raiſes the amount of it to a thoufam#, Av Wharton and'Haſfor, 
Cn adn ng 
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On revelation pour d his ſpleen, +: 5" 
And then inſulted a diflenter z 240 

On lumpiſh Harley laviſh'd praiſe, 

And banter'd Young's obſequious lays. 


For flattery, as a work of courſe, 
What mortal matches fimple Young *? 
Did Virgil or Boileau do worſe ? 245 
He better, too, had held his tongue, | 
Than damn'd, with ſuch unchriſtian ire, 
All but his own dear ſect to everlaſting ire 


Though ſcarce at ſermon twiee a · year, | 
Quitting tithe-pigs with ſcorn and ſorrow, 250 

What has an honeſt man to fear, | 
Should the laſt trumpeſt ſound to-morrow ! 

The glorious trades of King and Prieſt 

Are ſadly on the wane at leaſt, 


Some folks imagine pious H 355 
Attain'd to Virtue's higheſt pitch : 
They had been ſilent, I preſume, _ 
But that the wrangler died ſo rich ; 
The preſs, when that's the caſe, abounds | 
With © dulcet and harmonious ſounds." _ 


His lively periods may procure 
Attention to the end of time : 
But will the world, for fuch à lure, 

Forget ohicanery t a erime? 


* « Fools laugh at Gon, © Wilningtoan! and thee,” is a ling 
which conchudes one of the divifions of Dr Young's Night Thoughts, 
This is fully as bad as a paſſage in Dryden dedicatien of Juvenal, 
where he tells the Kart of Dost, that the Engliſh nation could al- 
moſt as wel} fub{ft without GoÞ's Momo, as without. —— 


— 


—— — 
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This prince of ſceptics ſcarce could tell, 
Why china ſhiver'd when it fell! 


A Bacon's, Dryden's, Shakeſpeare's praiſe, 
He weakly tries to undermine ; 
And, brilliant Martial to debaſe, 
Pretends he punn'd in every line ;* 
O'erlooks the great Preceptor's claims, 
Yet ſtrives to compliment his ideot pupil James, 


Behold, this precious Sage, adviſe | 
Each peeviſh fool to cut his throat ! 
— deeds of infamy diſguiſe, 
- Coligni's s murder rivals not ! 
Then, ſee him ſeruple to decide 


Why Pym harangu'd, or poo Gods 


; Yo facred and ihimertal nies, ::- 
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Which Freedom's ſons with'rev*rence hear, | 280 


When ſophiſtry your worth defames, 
And toils to taint the public ear; 


With what indignity and ſcorn 
Ought ſuch a libel to be torn! - 


What wit adores not Jobnſon's taſte, 5 6 


Who wiſh'd Polybius had been dumb? 
6 The Critic ſeems never to have read Martial, and affirms that 
he could not peruſe any of his Epigrams above once. As Mr H—: 


was aly BREAKING EGGS WITH A HAMMER, he gives a mets- 
phyſical for this important diſcovery. A great part of Mar- 
tizal's have not, however, the moſt diſtant reſernblance w 


They are moral, pathetic, and ſublime. There are, is- 
deed; in the end of his colleQion, two entire books which bear as 
marks of his genius, and therefore may be deemed ſpurious. + 
- + His Defence of Suicide was ſuppreſſed forty years ago by the 


Lord Chancellor of the day, but is now publicly fold. = 
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To Salluſt and his paper-waſte 

Preferring Bunyan and Tom Thumb. bal. 
His wiſdom truſted every rogue; ä Ld 
His virtue hated a Whig Dog. 190 


This far-fam'd Sage at all times ſaid, 

No man of common ſenſe would write, 
Unleſs he on the nail was pad 

For every line that ſaw the light. FSC 2G H 
In print, the Doctor did not fail 3 
At hirefing genera ee | deen 


He told the Brewer's a wita 
How well he lov'd a ſtomach load, 
And ſtay'd but once in all his life 


Nay ſometimes reel'd about the cup 


For, *twas his glory to declare, © Egg it” 
The throne of human Joys een chair. | 


Nothing but oyſters pleas'd the elf, 
Black Frank refus'd to be ſo kind, N 
He therefore brought them home himſelf, ®. 
Exciſe commiſſioners he ſcorn ds. 


As footpads penſion'd and ſuborn'd. mY 


This deep philologer deſinꝰ d . 

That ſweet is ſomething elſe than ſour, 
That he who wants his eyes is blind, | 
That thees and ome SEV e 2 


— of the Dodhr private churater, "OY 


— Uhitrious biographers, Hawkins, Bowel, 
and Piorzi- 


t Vide Idler, No. 70. 
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At home, when aſk'd to dine abroad 2c 


Till morning broke the ramble up, 1 ©? +7 


When Hodge, his cat, fell Gok and blind; erent] 38g 
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That thunder is a rapid flame, 215 
And beaux and monkies are the fame ; 


That ſucking infants are not ald, 
That chamber - pots were made for cleaning; 
That long and ſbort, and bot and cold 
Are words of very diff'rent meaning: 220 
That virgins don't begin to breed 
Till once you rid them of their maidenhead, +_ 


For feats like theſe, ſagacious Bute 

Gave him three hundred pounds a-year, 

And ' tis a fact beyond diſpute, . 225 
He bought his waggs very dear; | 

His book is large enough to crack + 

The ſtrongeſt Iriſh chairman 's back. 


In truth, as tes Ho ed end gaiavm | 
His Spelling-Book is ſuch. a bora, -- 1 230 

As no half-learn'd, half-mad, balf-ftarv's | 
Grubæan ever hatch'd before. 

Ak} Bozzy, Bozky, 'fhan't we ſee 

Some wooden ** 


ne aut opr fuss drive 5 235 

Their eggs about thy lantern jaws?- | 2,3 

And toſs, if Hodge be yet alive, - 
nen er 


: _ . £ * 


, His definition — be" Not gat hey 
« beaſt!” 

| + Virgin—* A waman, not a-mather” 

3 Vide his Diverſions of Purley—a moſt curious bodk. 

1 In his ever memarable Jauraah, this writer tells us, that be hai 
a natural and invincible intrepidity af features, which. made it ins 
— —— 4 amd 


* 
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Whites winh clenoh'd 66, nnn bie * © 


To ſtamp the yolks on either ee. | 040 
Heav'ns! why has thy degraded name 
Provok'd my ſweetly temper d penn 
Are we to blend thy brazen fame 1A 
With that of thoſe illuſtrious men 24 
Compar'd to thine, thou literary wart, 1,294 Þ 
Iſcariot play'd a manly part.. aw ce 
The cord atteſted ſhame could touch his heart, 
No ſon of Adam, not the beſt, 3 
Acts juſt as conſeience would require: 4204 
Yet Locke, and Swiſt, and all the reſt, 230 


What Goth would ſtickle to admire, e 
And candour cloſe ally d to love 
Will pity where ſhe can't approve. 


| ADVICE TO THE SEX. h 


ole Pa eee | fere, 
uam olim muſcarum eft, cum caletur maxime. 
elf +14 1 en PLAUTOS: 


Ys maids who are ſick of the title ye bear, 
Five minutes advice condeſcend but to hear ; 
And if ye take notice, and follow my plan, 
Four manners may pleaſe every ſenſible man 5 
And a cuſtomer quickly be found for the toy, 5 
Which affords you ſuch endleſs vexation and jop. 


One fault ye maſt own tempts the patience of boys, * 
Ye make one and all ſuch a marvellous noiſe, 


That if Death does not come to a huſband's relief, 
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Ye would prate for the length of a mid-ſummer day, 
And what is yet worſe, ye have nothing to ſay. 


Ye lively young virgins approaching fiſteen, - 
Whoſe little fond hearts beave a ſigh to be ſeen, 


In the name of decorum forbear to perfume, | rs 


Or a delicate noſe muſt retire from the room. 
A healthy young laſs has a far better ſmell, 
Than all the vile traſh that the tink-mongers ſell. 


As ye value your lover, forbear to diſpute, 

And if he's fond of talking, take care to be mute; 20 
Pretend to believe what is certainly true, * 

That all your admirers have more ſenſe than you. 
When they ſeek your opinion be flow to decide, 

"Tis becoming your * 4 . me their pride. 


But the plague of all i is, your deſire to be fine, 25 
Which out of ten maids is the miſchief of nine. 

For every young wench, high and low, muſt be gawdy, 
And ruſtle in filk; and ſet up for a lady; 

While , and Dear Madam commences the cant, 29 
Her end ——— what her! ſhoulders ſhould want. 


I gon't . the Jeteſiable way 

Who, as ſoon as they're married, go always in rags ; 
Your laureat would hazard his vaſt reputation, 

Were he telling the fair to depart from the faſhion. 

He would only adyiſe with a certain grave prieſt, 35 
That yo try to be An it, the laſt, : and the leaſt. 


He would likewiſe require, with the reverend Dad 
That your clothes and your perſons are perfectly clean, 
Though your features be tawny, yet ſhudder to paint, 
So horrid a thought makes one ready- to faint. 40 


© Dr Swift, at leaſt, was of this opinion. Bee his Letter to a 
Young Lady on her Marriage. 
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And O that che raſcal had danc'd ins rope, Ter 
Who imported tis fea from the Cape of Good Rope, 


Though cuſtoms dowgidoi new inhere ie, F 
Be as ſure as ye can that no vagrants are theres 
On this point forgive:me ſor hinting a word, 1 
The ſcandal is ſhockingly falſe and abſurdz -» | | 
*Tis your barbers, thoſe raſcals, tell ſo many lies, 

But I fes the-ſweet bluſhes of innocence riſe, 5 


All 8 that bloom oi a beautifal cheek, - * 
If ye have not good nature, ee, S * 
And if ye proceed, juſt as far as ye're able, * 
In reſounding the llandets of every tea-table, 

Though love bad erected his throne in your eye, 
mean 


This favour, at at parting, I venture to. beg 2s +3374 
As we ſmile at the glance of a clean taper'd leg 
Cut a quarter, at leaſt, from the length of each gown, © 

And, as oft as ye pleaſe, make a garter lip ——_ 

But let not your boſoms be jutting and bare, oy 
Nor repay a fond peep with an impudent air ; 60 

May ye all by kind huſbands this evening be Eid, +5 
Nor an hour m Re, 
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Ix the following article, an alluſion i is ; made to a 11 
which gave occaſion to it. For the ſake of perſpicuity, 
there is prefixed a ſhort extract from this. letter, in 0 
far as concerns the preſent ſubject. 

I ſometimes think myſelf unlucky to have formed. - 
my taſte of Engliſh poetry on the writings of four great 
< maſters, in different ſtyles, Shakeſpeare, Milton, Part 

of Dryden, and Butler. They have not only the fire 
< of genius, a kind of inſpiration, but a propriety and 
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foros of expreſſion, to which our flowery, figurative, x 
* ing, modern poetry has rarely any reſemblance, C 
6 70 5 cenſure, I do not think the pieces you 

„have jſiſt now ſent me, are liable. I am really much I 
& pleaſed with them. There is particularly in the fe. þ 
*. cond, and in the r ION caſe, propriety, 1 


„ and ſignificanhm. a 
„ Works of great original genius have yielded little 


ce profit to the authors, though, in ſucededing times, they 

have enriched the dulleſt of critical editors and book. 

&« ſellers. - Shakeſpeare made no fortune by his plays, 

** and Milton got leſs than twenty pounds for bis Para- 

% diſe Loſt.” The ungrateful and worthleſs King Charles 
„ ſuffered Butler to ſtarve. In our times, quaintneſs 

“and oddity have a better chance to make a ny 
author, than ſenſe and taſte.” 0 


THE PRESENT STATE OF PARNASSUS. 


ER LES RS ED ES. 2326 .d 


INSCRIBED TO A LITERARY CORRESPONDENT. 
— . 
Sint Mecenates ; non derunt, Flacce Marones ; | 
Virgiliumgue tibi vel tua rura dabunt. 


Waar rare felicity, a Verſe to write, 

Which men of taſte with fondneſs may recite ? 

More wit and {kill are wanted to compoſe 

One happy ſtanza than whole ſheets of proſe. 2 
Departed health, an old excuſe I plead, 5 

For penning what, you'll likely ſcorn to read. 

A ſick- bed does not ſuit the pleaſing ſtrain ; 

Forgive this final offspring of my brain. 

Victorious Death ! I feel thee coming faſt ; 

But let thy victim rally to the laſt : 10 

Where med' cine fails, amuſement ſhould be ſought, 

Though but to ſooth the miſeries of thought; 
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When one is juſt about to be a clod, 

Cenſure may Gmile to fee him life her rod 
| Since both in Arts and Arms the preſent age, 
Impartial admiration muſt engages” 
And, burſting Error's chains, the vigorous mind 
Throws every former effort far behind, - * 
You aſk, with ſeeming ſorrow and farpriſe, 
Why no ſuch bards as Butler now ariſe, 
]Jo paint, the follies of the paſſing day, 
And force morvoſe enthufiaſts to be gay? 
No modern rivals Milton's pure fublime, 
Or Dryden's ſweet ſimplicity of rhyme ; 
His happy boldneſs, great without pretence, 
« His ſtrong inceſſant ſtream of common ſenſe. 
Our living Playarrights likewiſe are confeſs'd 
To be but Shakeſpeare's ſhadows at the beſt. 
No Brutus, dignifies their vapid page, 
Their phantoms but exiſt upon the ſtage ; 
The language of the ſtews, perhaps, rehearſe, 
Or elſe out-bedlam Bedlam in blank verſe.” 

Thus ſtands the fact, but then we muſt allow 

Numbers were never leſs eſteem'd than now; 
And thoſe who bear the patron's boaſted name, 
Of taſte, a ſolid ſhare can feldom claim, 
A juſt conception beauties to diſceru, 
Knowledge to teach, or modeſty to learn; 
And pedantry and quaintneſs oſt obtain 
That praiſe Buchanan might demand in vain. 


But words, alas! Br pon; es 


Ara nec cent eee 2474 
Artiſts, dear Sir, in every other trade, 

For every piece of work are dul y paid. 

What but —— 
When riſing worth is fure of groſs neglect? 
What harveſt woulct the richeſt acres yield 
Did not the farmer cultivate his fell? 


4 


25 


35 


2 1 

And who but madmen would manure à ſoill | 
Which cannot promiſe to reward their toll? 30 

Yet tis a vain young rhymer's common fate 


To burn his bundle, and be wiſe too late. 
When ſix fond prattlers for their food exclaim, 
I would not take the gift of Virgil's fame. | 
Domeſtic eaſe our happineſs muſt found. . ' 55 
For all beſides is nothing but a ſoun dc. 

Old, peeviſh, poor, we to the duſt deſcend,”  -: 
Without one veſtige of a generous friend. 
But thoſe who, living, would not ſpare us bread,” 


Illuſtrate, publiſh, and admire the dead. 0 


Some reverend doctor, with his long · tail'd notes, 

And damn'd corrections, each plain ſentence blots: 
Drench'd in his eritic's filth, a writer e ET 
From twelves . diſtorted to the folio ſize. d © 
Then ſordid widows, as a work of right, 4 05 8 
Expoſe what never ſhould have fern light | 
Our cloſet-ſweepings to low printers ſell, 


And Memoirs next the precious cargo ſwell.” 


Yet, though in life our proſpects are o ercaſt, 4 
All other human labours ours outlaſt.- . I 2 


An actor's efforts with his breath expire, 3 os +7 


And colours from the canyaſs muſt retire.” | _ .. 
Of Roſcius we juſt know what Tully. ways; 3-410 


No portraits of Apelles reach our days 


The fiddler who ſtands foremoſt in renown, 13.29% ne 
Succeeding fiddlers in their quavers'drown;z © © tb 


But Pindar's Ode outlives the Doric lyre, 

Yet ſtern Tyrtæus ſets each nerve on fire, 

Warns the bold youth ** his country's wrongs to feel 
And ruſh undaunted on the reeking ſtecel. 80 
« To war's embattlel van his front oppoſe, K aud 2247 
„Nor ſhrink one footſtep from an hoſt of ſfoes: 

« But, breaſt to breaſt; repulſe the'watrior's ſhock. 


© Cleave the broad ſhield, and give the horten u Broke.” 
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His laurels, yet unſaded, Homer wears, ov 
Fr reſh from the havock of three thouſand years 3 . 
And ſhall, when Afric freezes at the Pole, 6 
And Haels's ee games roll. 1 

Of all the fatal viſions ere poſſels'd | | 
A ſcholar's mind, Ns wilder en e e, »14 5.00 
To graſp each man of letters as his brother, 
To dream the ſpecies truly love cch other. 
And fancy that the friend who ſees your wort, 
Will frankly try to draw each tdlent forth... 
Though, other wife, he ſhows an honeſt heart, 98 
Reſiſtleſs paſſions at this project ſtart. 
Pride views all mankind with malignant des, 
And Envy fickeng at a rival's riſe... 2 
« What ! ſhall I pub this upſtart into view, hs 
Who thinks my ſervice nothing but bis due? 00 
4 A dunce, for certain, oughx to be preſerr d, * 
* Whom titles cn: raiſe above the herd 

Forward to purchaſe an immortal name, ; 
And hear their bounty fill the yojce. of fame. 
The days have been when every rank of mon 10g 
Were proud to patronize a elaſſe pen. 
Thus Milton's toils the great Protector d 
Dryden, from Dorſet, found a father's aid. 
The good Southampton, Shakeſpeare's wants 24. 
A Templar buried Butler when he died. r 
But now the fit of patronag e is paſt, e . 
And Spite and Scorn the 4 . | 
Let us, to Fity ere we ſhall pretend, 
Forget poor Chatterton's indignant . 
Truſt not that thoſe who Walpole' 's Wenne mourn, 15 
Will be one more gen erous in their turn. 1 
That Grub for or certain Shocks with worſt neglect, 25 
Who moſt of dl our ark bonkd reſpec h 
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On a ſmall eminence by fortune phac'd; * 

With not one ſpark of underſtanding a my "140 

Obſerve yon book · worm ho a chaife has 1 hh 

By vending two trite quartos which he wrote. 

He quarrels with old madatt twice per kowr, © |! 

And thruſts his grey-hair'd' ſervanit to the door, 

(A man, with whom le ſpent his ſchoolboy 470 

As too inſirm to drive the new-bought chaife. | TO 

Will ſuch a cold hard-heart<d coſtive thing, 

O'er infant Genius ſtretch à parent's wing z 

His grace, whom endlefs fupplications ſteel, . 

Has neither time to think, nor ſenfe to feel. 1 30 
"Tis really ſtrange, for what capricious hay | 

A vulgar man of wealth his income ſpends; Jap 

Where no true pleaſtte, profit, or renown, 

Can tempt the fool to thrbw his honey on. 1 

By heaping ſtones, one, eüger to be grent, 1 abs 35 

To build a palace, fquariders an eftate : 5 b v 

Another on his able caſts away 

The caſh, a third, ftilf'werfe, ane ow 

Fot game-cocks, houtids, aka girls, another Lighs, 

Each cobler's vote the borough-metyber buys, 140 

Sneaks through night-cellars with a fawning face, 

And, if a patriot, rails at rogues in place; 1 

Bears the groſs belch from every porter” s lungs, 

And groſſer outrage of ten thouſand tongues. | 

Others, by law, their ſeriſek undermine, 145 

While ſoakets, to the glaſs, felicity confine. 
But theſe, and all the reſt, alike refuſe 

To ſhed ſubſtantial comfort om the Muſe : = 

When half their barher x wages would preſerve 

The wretch they flarret—ftilf that wretch muſt fare ; 159 

Or, ſome proud bocłkſellèr's infulted Lave, ES 

Place his laſt dream of Hope beyond the grave * 

From ſtale exiſtence drain the vileſt lees 

And envy every beggar whom he ſees. 


ik; 
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Yet, when he yrs 01 Bent rt . 155 
Ne more he marvels at injurious fata; 

He learns that Senſe to Folly. baws her head, 

That rank Corryption hath. our ifle g'erſpread z 

That, of Auguſta's cits, not half à ſcore | 


* 


Who get a wife, can want ans bad mate more 3, . fs | 


8 
That half the town as rotton with the pr; 
That, as for virgins with unſhatter d ware, 
The ſpbynx and unicory are fearer do rare; 50 ven 
At dice that luaſinen eser u de, 165 
Ae with jockies joſtles for a feat; * 
That peers, for bruiſing butahers, form a ring, 
And prelates preſs to hear an qunpch fing 5, | 
That dutcheſſne.conrels om He et, 
And fink five thou and wainens at ae ß 1 
2 P t B30» ah nolbA el 42 A 
®* ,-++®,,- Yr, —_- f 1 Airs wt | 
-Thowale expleinidy on longm yant]h ingjae: 
For Satan's.diguity or Richard's , rte 
Cecilia's Odes. untinall'd.fhall remain, 11: | 
Ner Butler's Quixite: pound the ben iss 202 454 
The wiſe apply to more auſpicious ſchools, 175 
And leave the field of poetry to ſools. 
Then wonder not, my friend, that I reſign 
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With'me the days of vanity are paſt, ; 
Oh! that my firſt eſſay had beeh my laſt, 180 


The approbation of the. learn'd and great, 
PR bard's experience proves a bitter cheat. 


eee voi li an. ee 
ane \uppreſs abharrence if you can. k 
Mo happy, he 118 d to, hold his plows,... n BUS 


To plant his cabbages, and feed his cows g, 


Or, glad to Sete one n for his on. 
Along the moſly Ny tur: who * lays = donn: ; 


J 236 J 
And, as his lambs are ſporting by his ſide, 
Smiles at the littleneſs of letter d pt ide. - - 196 

While hasen South yironolite ine to-deſeribo Nath ot 
The wonted baſeneſs of the patron-tribe, 2 
One worthy man is deſtin'd to remain, 
To whom Misfortune never ſu'd in vain z 
In whom good ſenſe and tenderneſs conſpire, 195 
And cool Reflection fans: the nobleſt fire. ny 
He, to ſupport the poor, - ſpends all his days, 
Envy, for him, is prodigal of praiſe: 
He dad true Genius Arian crphan' bard, | | 
Hath taſte to feel, and juſtice to reward ;- 200 
While ſome ſage friends of learning ſcarce allow | f 
A monthly breakfaſt, and à eivil bo. 

Might he wich theſe unhappy verſes bear, 
My proudeſt wiſti is but to ſuit his ear: 
T' amuſe the landlord of my little farm ö 205 
Would force exiſtence, though in age, to charm. 
— Weak Hope, adieu! theſe nerves convulſe with pain, 
And mortal ſickneſs ſhoots through every vein; 
By cares, infirmities, and years oppreſs d, 
The long-toil'd intellect retires ta reſt. 210 
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OBSERVATIONS. 


| . ON THE | 
MODERN DRAMA.» 


8 1'n, | 
Ir is one character, and I think the Nick of old age, 
to hate the prefent times, and to complain of degenera- 
cy; in this character I preſent myſelf to you, and I hope 
you will ſo far indulge my foible, as to allow a ſmal! 
corner in your Miſcellany for my dean 


0 Addreſſed to the Printer of the Bach Chronicle. 


* 1 | 

It is now above fifty years ſince I firſt began to fre- 
quent the Bath waters, and enjoy the ſalutary pleaſures 
of this famous place. I have drunk with Quin; chatted 
with Naſh, and played whiſt with Cheſterfield ; I now 
find wonderful changes, not wholly for the better. I 
ſhall confine my complaint, at preſent, to one article. 
I have always been a warm admirer of our-beſt dramatic 
entertainments, and my acquaintances have eſteemed me 
as a critic of ſome nate in that line, I entertain a fixed 
opinion, that, in England, true dramatic genius moſtly 
exiſted and expired in one age; I mean in the age of 
Shakeſpeare, Johnſon, Beaumont, and Fletcher; this 
was a prevailing opinion ſince the Rehearſal checked the 
miſerable courſe of falſe taſte, till of late years, when 
that excellent ſatire ſeems forgotten, and falſe taſte again 
triumphs among our writers and our auditors. In our tra- 
gedies, fuſtian paſſes for the ſublime; and in our come- 
dies, a ſtrange ſort of quaintneſs for wit and humour. 
Our plots are improbable, our characters are not drawn 
from life, but from pleys' or romances, and our ſongs 
have no ſenſe at all. Shakeſpeare's cenſure of bad dra- 
matic writings in his time, is is applicable to our r 
drama: : 
2 Extrerbely frain'd and conn'd with cruel pain.” 

Our writers compoſe invita Minerva, and the charac- 
ter given of bad plays 1 in the Rehearſal, is ſtill more ap- 
plicable in our time, that they are dull and fantaſti- 

cal; a ſtrange compoſition : The © old plain way of 
6 wit ; is now no longer in vogue, yet every ſeaſon pro- 
duces new tragedies, comedies, and numberleſs comie 
operas, Which are recommended by critics, and acted 
with aſtoniſhing applauſe. For my part, and I know I 
am not altogether ſingular, I damn them all, with a ve- 
ry few exceptions, 
I now come to my ſpecial matter of complaint; I have 
reſided in Bath for two months paſt, yet T have not ſeen 
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one of the old plays announged for performance; in for 
mer times, we had no comic operas, excepting Milton's 
Comus, uadeformed by Garrick's alterations, and the 
Beggar's Opera, exquiſite entertainments. The old plays 
n 
frequently exhibited and well act d. 
PX n * your vary bang ene 
0 An Orp Coruna, 


P. S. I muſi n frty art} 95 ras include under my 
| cenſure, the favoured comedies of two Uluſtrious Gene- 
rals ; and I admit of no proper exceptions but the Dou- 
glas in tragedy, and in comedy a few of Foote's careleſs 


N pieces, and the writing of Mr Sheridan. | 
— — e — 


REMARKS UPON A JOURNEY THROUGH 
THE CRIMEA TO'CONSTANTINOPLE. 


14 SERIES Or — THE norr HONOUNADLE 
NATE LANE: GRAVES: 19k dit de 


x; WAS " cmpted to purchaſe this book, e ale . 

de ſcribes foreign countries wherg I haye e Aalled. 
The fine female author prattles a agrecab y, and in a ſort 
of good modiſh Engliſh language. But ſhe dots not over- 
load her readers with material informatioh. Her con- 
verſations with emperors, princes, and embaſſadors, have 
no — 12 to excite hey 1101 . 8 inferior 
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oy Ex, ABORATE and little Ggnificant” is, a | 
FA ee 5 authors, both ſerigus, e 
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1 am afraid that David Hume, that able apoſtle of ink- 
delity; gains ground rr en pang 


seen MORAL TAKES.” 
Aera. | TRANSLATED FROM MARMOUTRL. 


I wonven not that theſe tales are in vogue, for they ate 
very abſurd and romantic, There is only one which I 
have-rea@ with fatisfactlon, viz. Ide Wife of Ten 
„ Thouſand.” It is, I think, wrote in a better ſtyle, 
with more propriety, . and en. chan any 
of the ex ' 


ANCIENT HISTORY. 
TRANSLATED FROM ROLLIN, 


Lars work; in the original, is full of weak ind frivo- 
lous obſervations, which become {till more flat by a bad 
tranſlation. However, it contains information for the 
intelligent, and has otherwiſe merit enough to pleaſe 
the unlearned. 


There is matifeft abfardity in Rollins application and 
explanation of prophecies. Rollin himſelf was certainly 


a weak ſupeffiitious man. This character has recom- 
mendec him to the g of many, indeed to the 
multitude of modern readers, both male — ſemale. He 
very feriouſly aſcribes to God, all the extravagant miſ- 
chiefs done by Alexander the Great, and finds out that 
he is clearly deſcribed in the prophecies of Daniel, by 
the Ram, and the He-goat. To convey a true idea of 
his character, he ſhould be called Alexander, the great 
Madman; and to characterise Louis le Grand, we ſhould 
call him Louis the great Coxcomb. / To Julius Cæſar, to 
Henry IV. of Frante, to Peter of Ruſſia, and perhaps to 
Frederick, we may, allow the title of Great, without a 
ſimilar addition ; 


8. , a . * 
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extravagant men of rank and power. 


& 3 TY 
Rollin tells us, that e ee dnt. üg dthers; 

— that he «was before band 

« with —_— in affeQion,” ſoldiers were like all the 
herd of mankind Msn fond of vain 
Roman ſol- 
2 re 


Se Charles the Twelfth. .. "Vo 
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l He is all ſalery and 
affeQation. He has gone to England for the ſame rea- 
ſon that Hamlet went there. AA 
„ Clown. It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
&« born, he that was mad, and ſefit into England. 
Ham. Ay marry, why was he: ſent into England? 
„Chun. Why, becauſe he was mad: he ſhalt recover 
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KEYSLER's TRAVELS, 


| „ Noe wo belt noni is the character of this, 


and a great many of our modern, books. Probably the 


tranſlation does injuſtice to the origin and makes it 


appear more trivial. At London, the of printing 
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